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CHAPTER 


1_ V / -A, i 

His name was Edward Ledward and hAw^comgJipme td lii^ 
tea He was spare and sandy, with the bony^Wfnm&iook that 
makes people rap their chests and say ‘T B , < *p'bor-ehap/ but it 
was nothing like that He simply happened to ha\c deeply sunk 
eyes and jutting cheekbones, and he had never had enough 
fresh air 

He walked briskly, but not because he was looking forward to 
getting home - or to his tea Today was Thursday and Connie’s 
family would be there playing cards Connie’s mother, Mrs 
Munroe, never fancied food until after the Nine o’clock News 
and you couldn’t expect Connie to interrupt the game before 
that to get Edward’s tea Equally, a man who had been working 
since half-past seven could not be expected to w'ait until nine 
o’clock, so Edw’ard foraged for himself on Thursdays, and ate 
either m the narrow, untidy kitchen or with his legs cramped 
under the little bamboo table m the living-room window 
He ahvays walked home from the factory, conscientiously 
breathing through his nose and expanding his narrow chest to 
make up for having been indoors all day All through the winter, 
while other people queued for steamy buses, Edward walked, 
in a heavy, waistless Burberry with his old football club scarf 
wound twice round his neck and crossed into his waistcoat 
It was mild tonight though, a late September evening, with 
gold on the flat spreading clouds and the air only just cool 
enough to feel The road that ran through the Factory Estate 
was a stream of hurrying people, mostly Edward’s crowd, but 
diluted every fifty yards or so by tributaries from the factories 
on either side Canning Kyles, which serviced aero engines, was 
the only big factory of the Estate, the others weie hardly more 
than glorified sheds that made ignition parts and unobtrusive 
bakelite fittings 

Edward with his brisk step weaved lus way among groups 
and dawdlers, glancing at headlines on the papei of anyone 
who hadn’t turned it over to see the greyhound results 

The concrete Estate road emerged between high wite fencing 
on to the main road, which used to go to Oxford and Bath and 
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Bristol, and now went, even more romantically, just ‘To the 
WEST.’ There were queues already at the trolley-bus slops 
Most people turned right to the station, but Edward went 
straight on, crossing at his own particular spot where there was 
a foot-shaped dent m the kerb He wondered idly about the 
people in ears. How did they get the petrol, he’d like to know? 
They couldn’t all be doctors or Key Personnel Not that he 
grudged it them, because he hadn’t got a car, anyway, but he 
was interested in how other people managed their lives and 
what it felt like to be astute 

‘’Night, Wilf!’ he called, as a creaking bicycle passed him 
half-way up the opposite side road Old Wilf was always one of 
the last out because he took such a time putting away his tilings, 
haunted by the fear that the Night Shift would pinch his mag- 
nifying glass. Old Wilf’s legs, spindling in bicycle clips, pedalled 
earnestly into the sunset, his mulberry beret butting him up the 
slight hill 

Edward had about twenty minutes’ walk before he turned into 
his own road. Church Avenue, where the Lipmann's grocery 
stood slantwise across the corner. The blackout was up but the 
door was still open David Lipmann’s bicycle was lying on the 
edge of the pavement with its wheels spinning Edward picked 
up the bicycle, propped it against the kerb and went into the 
shop He was canny now about Thursdays, having foraged un- 
successfully too often m Connie’s larder 
For no particular reason, there had always been a Jewish 
colony m the little streets that ran m and out of the legs of the 
railway viaduct, and since the War there were stranger accents 
and even wilder children Next to the Synagogue, the Lipmann’s 
shop was the focal point, a refugees’ haven in tins land of plain 
food and drab colours There were usually one or two chatting 
on the bench under the spiced sausages, or leaning lovingly on 
a crate of Matzos, arguing with Ruth and Mrs Lipmann over 
the heads of customers On Mr Lipmann’s baking day, when 
he and David worked miracles underground with wartime 
supplies, there was always a crowd sublimating their nostalgia 
in the smells that came up the hatch from the bakehouse And 
when the fragrant trays appeared ApfelsU udel and Luizet torte 
and plaited loaves sprinkled with poppy seeds - there would be 
smacking lips and sentimental gasps Mrs Greening’s eyes would 
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fill with tears, because poppy seeds reminded her of when she 
was a girl She was there tonight, sitting on a sack of split peas, 
dry-eyed, because there was nothing left of Monday’s abun- 
dance but a tray of broken Homgkuchei Edward wondered 
what would happen if anyone wanted split peas, because she 
looked as though only a crane could move her 

‘Hullo, my dear 1 ’ called Ruth, over the head of the customer 
she was serving a flushed woman with a cavernous shopping 
bag and stout shoes ‘ Shan’t keep you a moment ’ There were 
two or three customers waiting, members of the colony, who 
were peering at the labels on pickle jars and sounding the depths 
of the saueikiattt barrel 
‘ David i ’ yelled Ruth over het shoulder 
‘Oh, I can’t'’ came back a bellow fiom the parlour beyond 
the shop No Lipmann ever spoke lower than the top of its 
voice 

‘David 1 Come out and serve 1 ’ Through the half-open door 
Edward could see David sprawling at the table, supple and 
msolent in a white shirt and blue belted trousers, a lock of dark 
hair over his face The rest of the family spent their energy in 
cheerfulness, his ran to the prococious passions of Mediter- 
ranean adolescence, although he was born and raised in Collis 
Park, w20 He was a throw-back to Mrs Lipmann’s grand- 
mother, who had kept a fruit stall at Palermo 

‘I’m working 1 ’ he shouted, and Ruth roared with laughter, 
flashing her big white teeth ‘ He - he working ' ’ she called to 
Mrs Greening on the split-pea sack, and Mrs Greening’s eyes 
disappeared as she laughed, too, shaking like a badly set 
blancmange 

‘Momma and Pop are at the market,’ laughed Ruth to the 
shop in general, and the woman she was serving nodded her 
sensible hat and said ‘You young things - don’t tell me I’ve 
got three kids of my own Two girls and a boy, all at home, a 
gastric husband and the W V S Wednesdays and Fridays I 
always say only our own generation know what work really is ’ 
She glanced round the shop for approval, passing over Edward 
as being too young to know what work was, but too old to be 
classed with her kids, but the two women came up out of the 
saucikiaut barrel to nod and smile socially and Mrs Greening 
became gelatinous again 
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‘Two pounds of prunes, was it, dear?’ said Ruth unperturbed* 
‘ One pound l‘m not made of points,’ said the icd-faced 
woman 

‘They don’t go far, do they?’ said Ruth gaily. 

‘Far 1 ’ She raised her eyes to heaven ‘You ought to ha\c my 
family Talk about terrors for figs!’ She settled in to tell them 
how she managed Edward leaned over the barrier of biscuit 
tins and cereal packets that made the backcloth of the window 
display and picked himself out a long crusty loaf. ‘May I 9 ’ He 
waved it m the air. 

‘Threepence-halfpenny,’ called Ruth ‘No - not your prunes, 
dear, they’re eightpence Have you got a bag?’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ said the flushed woman, not looking it. 

‘Well, I’ll let you have one this once, but please bring it back 
next time you’re this way We’re wickedly short.’ 

‘But of course,’ said the other, although as the prunes were 
no bigger at the price than in her own district, she did not expect 
to be this way again. She combed a wide range of food shops : 
that was why her shoes were so stout 
With the bread, Edward bought a short length of gallic 
sausage and some pickled cucumber. ‘I’ve got something for 
you,’ whispered Ruth, leamng close to him over the counter, so 
that he could see the marks where she had plucked her strong 
eyebrows She smelt very feminine 

‘It’s ever so kind of you,’ said Edward as she smuggled a sack 
from behind the oatmeal barrel ‘Look,’ she opened it a little 
under cover of the counter, ‘not only outside leaves - there’s 
some hearts in there And - ssh ! a bit of bran at the bottom 
How are the darling rabbits 7 ’ 

‘Fine, thanks Queeme, er - she should be any day now ’ 
‘Ah, bless her,’ said Ruth ‘I hope they’ll all be champions ’ 
‘They will be Thanks awfully ’ Edward tucked the sack under 
his arm and went out The flushed woman was outside, reading 
the advertisements in the glass case You never knew what you 
might not pick up these days She shot a glance at Edward’s 
sack Black Market of course All these Jew shops were in 
it 

The houses m Church Avenue were of brown gravel stucco 
with slate roofs and a bow window to left or right of the peaked 
porch They all had a little square of front garden and the same 
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low wall, mostly topped by privet A stretch of wall, two gaps 
together where gates had been and another stretch of wall, all 
down the road 

Edward turned up the black-and-white-tiled path running 
alongside the Dowhnson’s, which was identical in pattern but 
broken and weed-grown They had taken away the railings in 
between for salvage and Connie had made him put up some 
posts and wire netting Old Mrs Dowlinson had watched him 
round the curtain while he was doing it, which was very em- 
barrassing It seemed unnecessary anyway, because the old 
couple never went out, living apparently on bread and milk and 
the A r ei vs of the World, because nothing else was ever delivered 
Connie said it was a waste of their ration cards 
The hall of Edward’s house was narrow' and lit only by a 
dim blue light, as the curtain over the coloured glass of the 
front door was thin There was a coat rack with a tm base and 
a rail for umbrellas and a mirror with a clothes brush hanging 
below and a hook where Bob’s lead had hung when they had 
a dog All round the wall and up the stairs ran a green em- 
bossed dado which you could dent with your thumbnail 
Connie and her family were in the living-room The sound of 
their voices made Edward feel suddenly tired He wondered 
what it would be like to have enough vitality to breeze in and 
greet them heartily instead of having to screw himself up to go 
in and be polite at all He went up to the bathroom first and, 
while he was washing, tried to settle the question he had been 
debating all day Should he or should he not tell them about 
his new job 9 He might throw it out casually ‘Oh, by the way. 
I’m being switched from the Fitting Shop to the Inspection 
Shop tomorrow, charge hand on one of the girls’ benches 
Make a change anyway ’ Or he might start straight m with 
‘Got a rise in the world Thirty bob a week more m the Inspec- 
tion Shop’, or he might say something funny, like ‘Hullo, Mrs 
Charge Hand 1 ’ to Connie, or ‘Charge Hand to you 1 ’ when 
Don greeted him ‘Hiya, Ted 7 ’ 

In any case, they would talk about it all evening and question 
him, although he knew hardly anything about the job himself 
yet He could hear them already ‘What a cheek - taking you 
out of the Fitting Shop just when Mr Arnold was going and you 
might have got his job 1 ’ ‘Female labour, eh 7 You’re in for 
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some trouble there, my boy’ ‘You’ie in charge of ten girls? 
Boy, what a break’’ ‘Don’t be silly, Don He daren't speak to 
one girl, let alone ten ’ 

Perhaps he should wait to tell Connie until they were alone. 
But then she would say* ‘Why ever didn’t you say so when 
Mum and the rest of them were here? Aren’t you funny* Now 
I‘ll have to go 1 ound to the buildings tomorrow and tell them 
They’ll wonder why you didn’t say. You aie queer’’ 

He dried his hands caiefully, pushing down the cuticles ofhis 
nails After all, it was a rise, and it would be gratifying to be 
able to surprise them with something interesting for once; to 
be able to answer Ml Munroe’s. ‘How’s the factory, boy?’ 
with something more than. ‘Oh, mustn’t grumble.’ Yes, he 
would tell them They’d got to know sometime, anyway. 

He left his sack m the kitchen before he opened the living- 
room door There they all were, with the green baize cloth on 
the table Connie, her fathei in his thick pepper-and-salt suit, 
Mrs Munroe with her salt cellars conspicuous in the V neck of 
the jigsaw patterned dress she had had for Dorothy’s wedding, 
Dorothy herself, in the same condition as Queeme, but frog- 
like and coaisened where Queeme was soft and limpid-eyed, and 
Dorothy’s husband, Don Derns, who used to be m Wireless, 
but was now in charge of a barrage balloon, conveniently near 
home 

‘Hullo all,’ said Edward casually 

Mr Munroe laised his empty, peai-shaped face ‘Ah,’ he 
began m his quoting voice, * the return of the wanderer Well, 
my son, and how’s 

‘You’re late, Ted,’ said Connie, playing a card briskly Her 
mother clapped another on top of it ‘Nice to see you, Ted,’ 
she said with her eyes on the game 

‘Hiya,’ said Don ‘Ace of hearts, my dear old souls Looks 
like little Don’s going to clean up again ’ The wireless was play- 
ing unheeded in the coiner and Edward crossed the room to 
switch it off befoie he made the announcement that would 
make them all look up with their mouths open He had formed 
the sentence m his mind 

‘I say, everybody I’ve got a bit of news for you I’ve got a 
better Connie looked up, the lines from her nose to the 
corners of her mouth deepemng ‘Ted, those clothes simply 
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stmk of machine oil It’s horrible in a room where people have 
got to eat ’ 

‘Well, my son,’ boomed her father, ‘how’s the factory 7 ’ 

Edward snapped on the wireless again 4 Oh,’ he said, ‘mustn’t 
grumble ’ 

He ate his tea in the kitchen There were some potatoes in 
the Lipmann’s sack and he put them on to boil while he ate 
‘Ted,’ called Connie, as if she knew he were just pouring milk 
into his cup, ‘don’t use too much milk Mother wasn’t able to 
bring any today ’ 

Oh, she wasn’t What had she brought 7 Ted took a look into 
the leather shopping-bag on the dresser Two tins of salmon - 
funny things some people spent their points on - a beetroot, 
cheese in a cold sweat, sugar, a Swiss roll Mrs Munroe s alkaline 
powder, and some of Pop’s tomatoes Edward didn’t see why he 
shouldn’t have a couple 

He felt quite continental as he broke up the crusty loaf, and 
holding the sausage in his left hand, sliced pieces on to the 
bread, wluch lie put into his mouth with the hand that held the 
knife That was the way the workmen used to eat in that place 
in Belgium Wcnduync, where he and Connie had gone two 
Augusts running He could smell now the dry electric smell of 
the trams that whined by the cafe where he used to have his 
Bock and Connie her gateaux She had had a pink dress the 
first year they went and a big hat with a dip in front That was 
when she still had ms and outs She was fat now, but somehow 
the curves and hollows had levelled themselves out 

As he ate, his eyes devoured the paper propped against the 
teapot It had been in his pocket all day, folded very small, so 
that he could snatch a few square inches of it whenever he got 
the chance In the canteen, he had taken his plate over to a far 
table where there were two men he didn’t know, but just as he 
was settling down to a good read, Mike had come along and 
spent the whole lunch-hour discussing the possibilities of super- 
charging his motor-cycle Then again at tea-time, when he took 
his mug behind a cleaning tank, he had been hunted down for an 
argument about Mod 317 by the foreman, who had already 
had his tea in peace in his office 

There was a lot to be said for Thursday Even if it did bring 

11 



Ills family-m-law it also brought Backyai d Bi ceding, the Weekly 
Journal foi Fancieis Whether your fancy weie rabbits, cats 
chickens, guinea pigs 01 chocolate-coloured mice, Backyai d 
Bi ceding was your Bible, and probably your chief medium for 
buying and selling The four middle pages were devoted to 
rabbits and a section of this to Edward’s own breed, the 
Flemish Giant ‘Flemish Footnotes’ was compiled by a genius 
called ‘Giganta’, better-known to the Fancy as Allan Colley, 
the well-known judge, who knew every known thing about 
Flemishes and a few things that no one else knew. Edward 
thought that if he could ever meet Allan Colley his life would 
be fulfilled 

He was so absorbed on ‘Let Selective Bleeding be Your 
Motto’, that his mouth was often open for seconds at a time 
with the bread and sausage poised m front of it Then he read 
the Show Reports and Club News , he and Dick Bennet from 
the Final Assembly Shop thought of starting a Domestic Club 
m Collis Park Finishing the pickled cucumber by itself, he had 
an idea. He would put a notice up about it in the Lipmann’s 
glass case. 

The cucumber was very salty and he got up to fill the teapot 
with hot water. The potatoes would be done by the time he’ 
had his second cup He had already looked at the Readers’ 
Letters * ‘The Fancy’s Forum’, in case they had put m his note 
about Snufiles One day they might print something of his 
He would write another letter next week about damp-proo 
hutches That advertisement was still in, for the dark steel dc 
he wanted ‘In kindle, square as a brick Inspection a pleas 
to Flemishites No obligation.’ Shocking pnee they wanted, bu 
now that he had got this new job, perhaps he might 
He lit a cigarette and put his tea-things m the sink, t „ 
taking the Lipmann s sack and the potatoes in a bowl, he wem 
out into the cooling evening 


Most people who lived m Church Avenue giew vegetables in 
the rectangle of back garden that ran down to ‘the Ponds’ ttr 
flooded gravel pits where children played m daily peril of drown 
mg But in the Ledward’s back garden there was no room foi. 

, A1 'r nd the r fence St00d an “ collection o 
sellings hardly any of which had started life as hutches 

Euward had made them out of packing-cases and odd bits o 
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wood and wire netting Queeme rested tired but confident in 
one of the hencoops given to Edward by the Time Clerk at the 
factory when all his chickens had died of Coccidiosis and he 
had neither the heart nor the capital to start again On the 
crowded earth in the middle of the garden, two families of 
adolescents crowded and bounced in low wire netting runs 
Edward was going to sell the eldest family next week He had 
had a very good offer through Backyard Breeding Now that the 
rabbits were beginning to pay, Connie didn’t talk so much 
about the price of vegetables m the shops, nor about ‘that 
ignorant Dick Bennet’ who had originally roused Edward’s 
enthusiasm and had given him his first aoe 

Humming tunelessly, Edward went down the hutches When 
they saw him coming all the rabbits except Queeme stood on 
their hind leg's with their soft pale bellies against the wire The 
adolescent families kicked and plunged and piled themselves up 
at the end of The runs Edward felt like a God, his sack was 
Cornucopia Putting the potatoes down to cool, he went from 
hutch to hutch, squatting down for a word with each rabbit 
as he pushed the cabbage through the wire When he was a boy, 
he had read a book about a man who discovered how to speak 
the language of animals, and for years it was his dream that 
this would happen to him He would growl at strange dogs and 
make snuffling and whinnying noises at horses in the street 
when no one was looking, in the hope of hitting on the secret 
Half ashamed of his childishness, he still toyed occasionally with 
the fancy He twitched his high-boned prominent nose at a 
large buck rabbit who twitched back at him, chewing sideways 
and staring out of hazel eyes Sometimes in the evening when 
he was feeling particularly happy, Edward might have gone 
down on all fours to kick and whiffle and pretend he was a 
rabbit, but for the fear that Connie would look out of the 
window and think he had gone mad 

‘Wonder if she has her fancies,’ he said to the buck ‘When 
she’s alone, does she pretend to be somebody else? I wonder if 
everybody does Perhaps we snould all think v e were mad if 
we could see each other when we were alo^e But then of course, 
we shouldn’t be alone, should we 9 ’ He laughed and went on 
down the hutches He had a long session with Queeme In- 
credible to think of what was going on inside her 
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He lifted the roof of the hutch and put in his hand to 
he could feel anything ‘ Quickening’ he believed the e. 
was He had once heaid Dorothy and Mrs Munroe and C« 
talking about it in hissing whispeis upstairs Queenie 
diately pressed herself into a corner of the cage 

‘All right, my dear,’ said Edward, shutting up the hut 
wouldn’t hurt you for the world Couche-toi, couche-toi 
often spoke bits of French to the rabbits, as they were Bel 
Connie had caught him once saying ‘ Comment ga va r 
ailing buck Well, perhaps he was mad He’d be talking to 
self next like the old girl who zig-zagged down Church Av 
m a thick black veil and a purple cloak 

He gave all the rabbits a spoonful of potato. Yes, he 
definitely get that doe m kindle Have to think about gc 
some new hutches too He was only in a small way now 
one day he was going to do big things He might even o 
well known, like Allan Colley. It was almost dark by the 
he was at the last hutch. Why should the little grey doe in 
make him think suddenly of the factory and Ins new jo 
morrow? He peered m at her, dealing delicately wi h 
potato. How odd ; she reminded him of the little fair girl 
noticed when the foreman was pointing out the bench he w 
be m chaige of tomorrow He hadn’t noticed much abo 
girls, perching m their grey overalls round the tableful of . • 
except that there seemed a terrifying lot of them Time en 
to take stock of them tomorrow, when he had to meet 
He had deliberately been trying not to think about tom 
m case he should start thinking up unnatural, jocular 1 » 
Dinah would be mce to him, though ; he knew her. He had 
her this afternoon looking tousled, and he had seen this < 
girl It was tea-time and she was taking little mbblets out < 
enormous bun, just like the little grey doe was doing wi > 
potato 

The kitchen doorway suddenly flung an oblong of light 
the garden, ‘ Edward >’ called Conme. ‘It’s blackout time 
you coming m to do it? I’ve half killed myself trying to ^ 
shutter up in here ’ 

You shouldn’t try, dear,’ said Edward, going mdoois 
know I always do it ’ 

The doctor’s dared me to lift weights,’ said Connie, 
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Edward fitted the wooden shutter into the glass of the door, 
still happy from his rabbits 

Connie had her bach to him, bending over the sink to fill the 
kettle She was wearing a blue skirt and a belted tunic blouse 
that made her waist look quite small Edward was suddenly 
moved to put his arms round her from behind and squeeze her 
He tuincd her round and kissed her, while she held the kettle 
awkwardly between them 

‘Ted, for Heaven’s sake - you’re getting me all wet What’s 
the matter with you 7 Let me go, I want to turn the tap off 
Oh don't, Ted, you’re horrible ’ 

‘Connie,’ began Edward, and she saw what was coming and 
slid her eyes away 

‘Now, Ted, you know what the doctor said after my illness ’ 
‘But, Connie, that was months ago It must be all right now * 
‘D you want to make me ill again 7 ’ 

‘Why don’t you go to the doctor again and find out if it’s all 
right 7 ’ 

‘I've been,’ she said after a pause, turning away He knew she 
was lying but he didn’t challenge her No use laying yourself 
open to any more humiliation Just as well Connie had had 
that illness really She had felt like tins about him before that, 
but now they could keep the pretence of the doctor between 
them, for decency’s sake 

Connie patted her hair ‘I’m going to put the kettle on 
We’re going to have one more game before the News You 
going to play 7 ’ 

‘Might as well,’ said Edward ‘I’ll go and change ’ 

The living-room looked pleasant with the curtains drawn and 
the centre light on it It was three lamps hanging from a circular 
wooden bracket, which in the days when lorries had gone down 
Church Avenue, used sometimes to revolve slowly, making the 
shadows travel Pretty the way it shone on Dorothy’s fair hair 
She did it drawn up at the sides into curls on top, and low at the 
back in a silky fold Connie’s hair had only just been permed 
and was set in tight little curls under an invisible hair-net 
Smart, but it made her face look too big, because she had had 
it cut, to give the peim longer to grow out Edward preferred it 
when it was growing out and she could brush it at night without 
fear of losing the set 
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Mrs Munroe’s hair under the light icminded Edwaid of the 
blue-black oil that covered the engines at Kyles before the' 
were cleaned It was drawn down from the middle into tw 
immense coils over each ear, studded insecurely with hairpir 
with a few wisps escaping horizontally from the centre, 

Mr Mumoe hadn’t got any hair . his head was like a billr 
ball m the light - Spot, because there was a mole on it N 
he had got one hair ; it grew out of the mole Don’s hair W'* 
dark red and followed backward the sloping line of his fot 
head 

Edward passed a hand over his own head. Funny soft stui 
It wasn’t really thinning ; it was just very fine hair Connie ha 
once said m a moment of vision that it was like the pile on h 
camel-hair coat. 

‘Your turn to play, Ted,’ she said, spreading her cards mto 
fan and shutting them up secretively. ‘For Heaven's sake, 
never knew anybody take so long to decide, did you. Pop 9 ’ 
‘When I used to play at the Conservative Club,’ began • 
father laying down his cards and preparing to tell a sto 
‘there was a chap by the name of Bayliss, who 
‘He’s a dark horse is our Ted,’ said Don, through a waggb 
cigarette, ‘these slow starters always get your money m the en 
‘This chap Bayliss, I remember, always used to count twen 
five before he played a card I wasn’t a bad player m those da' 
used to go up there nearly every night, as your mother will 
you Whist mostly - that was my game I remember I asked 
chap 

‘Oh, shut up, Pop,’ said Dorothy, ‘I can’t hear myself * >*> 
She played a card, took it back again, fidgeted and pla 
another Her father leaned across the table to Edward V 
asked him: “Are you aware,” I said, “that out of every w 
you waste, on an average, four minutes and ten seconds 7 ” - 
done a quick calculation in my head “Multiply that by 
‘It’s your turn to play. Pop,’ screamed Connie and Doro 
‘do attend to the game!’ 

At ten to nine, Mrs Munroe began to say: ‘Mustn’t miss 
News ’ At five to, she said it again, and* ‘-Nearly News > 
hadn’t we better turn it on in case your clock’s slow?’ She 
pected all clocks, even Big Ben 

Connie looked sharply at the green glass clock whose 
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were reflected in the oval miiror that hung forward o\cr the 
mantelpiece ‘That clock never loses ’ 

‘What about the News' 7 ’ said her father, looking up from his 
cards with the air of one making an original suggestion 
‘ Might hear something about a big Bomber raid one of these 
days,’ said Don confidentially 

‘Let’s finish the game then, for Heaven s sake, if we’ve got to 
hear it,’ said Connie ‘It’s >our turn. Mum ’ 

‘Well, turn it on, Ted It always takes such a time to warm 
up Oh, Dorothy you re never going Rummy already 7 I might 
have known it, the only time I get a decent hand, someone else 
gets a better I said to myself when I saw the cards Connie 
dealt me, there’s a snag somew'hcrc, I said ’ 

Mrs Munroe had been disappointed so often in life that she 
never expected anything else 111 luck had dogged her She had 
married a pleasant spolen man who looked like one day be- 
coming manager of the Soft Furnishings at Hennessy’s He had 
turned out to be an unpleasing bore, who watched upstart after 
upstart climb through Soft Furnishings above him until he 
retired with a limited pension and the conviction that he had 
earned lus right to be about the house all day Mrs Munroe had 
wanted sons, and both her children had been daughters, and 
straight-haired at that Connie, too, had inherited her grand- 
mother’s legs Small wonder that Mrs Munroe, who had set 
her heart on marrying her to Fred Emery had been landed 
with a son-in-law like Edward She had cried all through the 
wedding, even through the Breakfast, which was at the Crown, 
with wine and little sandwiches stuck with flags A streak of 
pump water, she had thought when she first met Edward, and 
she still thought so 

She knew by now that no story that she ever read would live 
up to the promise of its opening, and that if she ever went to 
the theatre, there would be a slip in the programme to say that 
an understudy was replacing the star she had come to see 
Everything she ordered in restaurants was ‘off-’, shops sold out 
at her approach and she had only to step on a bus for it to be 
going to its garage - ‘Next stop only’ As for her digestion, 
well it was no good hoping that what she sent down wouldn’t 
turn to bile , she knew it would as soon as she saw it on her 
plate 
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Big Ben boomed through the booming of Mr Munroe 
Bayliss. Connie shut him up. ‘We might as well listen if we 
going to hear it.' There might be something about rations.’ D 
shuffled the cards like a conjurer and flicked them round t 
table, while they listened to the Summary. A bombing raid « 
Germany was announced, so colossal that even Mrs Muni 
washmpressed. 

‘There you are,’ said Don, with an air of sliowmansh 
‘what did I tell you 9 ’ 

‘However did you know?’ asked Dorothy, pop-eyed. 

‘ . . and other operations, fifty-three of our aircraft r 
missing,’ concluded the wireless respectfully. 

‘Ah, I thought so.’ Mrs Munroe’s face would have lifted if 
flexor muscles hadn’t permanently atrophied. ‘ We shan’t ha 
any planes left if they go on like this ’ 

‘How many d’you think we’ve got?’ said Don ‘Funny thi 
about that raid, though. It seems that - but no, I’d better 
tell you as they haven’t announced it.’ 

‘Oh, Don, do,’ said Doiothy, and her mother said: ‘Tb 
ought to tell us everything. It’s not right.’ Her voice had 
moaning monotony. ‘Hear about the National Day of Pray 
Connie 9 We might go to church. Dorothy and I went last ye 
They had two collections ’ 

‘They make me sick,’ said Conme, getting up to go to t 
kitchen ‘First- they make the war and then they try and nr 
us pray for it.’ 

‘What was the News?’ asked Mr Munroe, who had been c 
of the room washing his hands 

‘Oh nothing, Pop , you wouldn’t be interested 5 
‘I remember when wireless was first invented,’ he began tell' 
Edward 

‘Oh get up Pop, do,’ said Dorothy ‘I’m trying to lay t 
table ’ He stood in front of the sideboard to tell Edward abc 
crystal sets, but Dorothy wanted to get at the silver drawer 
Edward sat with the paper, watching them eat an enormo 
meal with the distaste of one who has already eaten Tv 
Munroe brought food for Conme, but it was always understo 
that Edward had his own tea beforehand. He sometimes we 
dered if that was why she chose to eat so late, so that 
should be no danger of having to provide for him They at 
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lot and took a long time over it Connie ate slowly, picking and 
pushing at the food on her plate, while she chewed with her 
front teeth, because her back ones were unreliable Mrs Munroe 
ate absorbedly, with her eyes on what she was going to eat 
next Don ate with lus mouth open, and Doiothy ate greedily, 
snatclung at the food with sharp bites, her eyes bright Mr 
Munroe slopped his tea into the saucer, crumbled his bread and 
shed tomato skins off the side of his plate on to the table At 
intervals, he would put down his knife and fork, wipe his 
mouth, clear lus throat and begin to talk, until someone jogged 
him and told him to get on with it, everybody else was on 
cheese 

Edward folded the paper, flung it on the floor and said sud- 
denly ‘I’ve got a new job ’ 

‘Whatever do you mean 9 ’ Connie staled at him, her jaws 
working automatically ‘You’ve never left Canning Kyles 9 ’ 
‘No, but I’ve been switched from the Fitting Shop into the 
Inspection Shop - means a bit more pay ’ 

‘Ah,’ said Mrs Munroe, helping herself to pickles and in- 
specting the label balefully as if she knew what they were going 
to do to her, ‘but you can never trust ’em once they start to 
switch you First it’s from one shop into another All right Then 
they switch you again and once they get you on the move, they’ll 
switch you right out before you know it I’m not going to buy 
this grade two salmon again, Connie It’s not worth the points ’ 
‘No, but this is a step up,’ said Edward patiently ‘I’m to be 
charge hand, with a bench of ten girls under me ’ 

‘Ten girls under you,’ said Don, forgetting himself ‘Boy, oh 
boy, what a bedful ’ Connie drew herself up with thin lips and 
Mrs Munroe rapped the table with the handle of a laden fork, 
so that a bit of beetroot fell on to the tablecloth Connie dipped 
her napkin in water to rub at the stain 

‘Sorry,’ said Don unabashed, ‘but what a break, eh 9 ’ 

‘Don’t be silly, Don He daren’t speak to one girl, let alone 
ten ’ 
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CHAPTER 2 


Sheila rolled over with her eyes shut and slapped down tl 
alarm clock It fell on to the floor and started to ring agai 
She was half out of bed by the time she had quelled it, so she 
herself fall the rest of the way, and sat on the white woolly i 
rubbing her eyes. The vaseline on her eyelids had made th 
sticky She was very pretty, m a surprised lefiottssee way. H 
mouth was always slightly open, and when she smiled, her lov 
lip caught under her top teeth and a dimple appeared. SI 
smiled now, and prodded the dimple , it was one of her exercis 
If anyone had told me three years ago, she thought, that I 
be getting up at six every morning, I’d have knocked th~ 
down And not only getting up at six, but not really minding 
To think of all the mornings I used to breakfast in bed at elev 
o’clock after a party, feeling so glamorous, but really such 
mess Much too fat and my powder too white and my hair t 
tightly permed 

She got up, and pulling off her hair-net, lifted hei hair aw 
from her head and shook it out On the way to the bathroo 
she looked m the mirror, earnestly, with paited lips A bit pu 
If one were married, one would have to wake first and do on 
face 

Beyond the bathroom window, dawn was just mvestigati 
the well of the flats; tradesmen’s lifts, zig-zagging iron s - 
cases, frosted windows, tall chromium taps_and a tin of V 
or a milk bottle on kitchen window-sills, bedroom wmdo’ 
with the curtains drawn. She closed the window, shivering 
her nightdress Oh God, the winter! The gardener down 
Swmley had said it would be a hard one because the bern 
were so thick A morning like this made you think of the 1 
evitable weeks ahead when a gearwheel was an aching bio 
of ice, when you couldn’t think about inspecting, or abo 
anything except how cold you were, and when you knew f 
whatever they said, no one else was as cold as you 

Going barefoot into the compact little kitchen, she put 
coffee to heat on the electric stove and padded back into * 
bedroom All her life she had wanted a flat with a fitted carp 
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All the years at Swmley, in the draughty, polished house where 
even breakfast was announced by a gong, she had wanted a 
place where you could walk in and out of rooms naked if you 
wanted to, where you could have a bath at midday or midnight 
and eat when you were hungry instead of when the servants 
expected you to be 

And now she had got it, thanks to Kathleen being evacuated 
with her office and letting Sheila have the flat at a rent which 
was more than covered by her wages at Canning Kyles Thanks 
to the war, really It was agony of course, but without it, she 
would never have got away from home, unless she had married 
Timothy, and Sheila had always thought she was destined for 
higher things than that 

The worst thing about getting up early was that you never 
knew what to wear Clothes that seemed suitable at six m the 
morning were all wrong by six at night She put on a jersey and 
a pair of linen dungarees They were old, but they had faded 
to a blue that was attractive with her red jacket She had her 
coffee and cereal while she was doing her face Her hair took 
longer now that she was doing it this new way She had meant 
to make her bed properly this morning, turning the mattress 
and everything, but there was no time now She whipped the 
clothes on to the floor and threw the pillows into a corner 
Sordid when you got in, but it was good for them to air She 
was going to do some housework tonight too , she might even 
scrub the kitchen floor 

She put on the red jacket and changed her make-up and her 
factory pass from yesterday’s handbag to the satchel bag that 
went with trousers 

Downstairs, the night porter was leaning in the doorway of 
the flats watching the light seep into the street 
‘Hullo,’ said Sheila, ‘have a cigarette 7 ’ 

‘Thanks,’ he said, still leaning as she stood by him in the 
doorway ‘Parky out I hope you’ve got your winter woollies 
on ’ She could feel him admiring her slimness in the blue dun- 
garees He was dark, with big eyes and a peevish mouth His 
uniform was open at the neck and rather crumpled, as if he’d 
been sleeping m it in lus little hutch, but he was not unattractive 
He was rather fun She had asked him up for a cup of coffee 
once when she got back restless from a party She oughtn’t to 
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bave,becausehe rather fancied her, but he had behaved perfectly. 

He had told her things about the other occupants of the flat-, 
which she would never have believed. He have been very amusing 
‘How’s the boy-friend?’ He asked this every morning 
‘There isn’t one.’ She said this every morning, hoping he 
didn’t believe her 

‘Lucky swine,’ he said ‘You know what 1 d do, if 1 ".ere 
your boy-friend?’ 

‘No, what 9 ’ She laughed up at him, daring him She knew 
she ought not to encourage him, but it was nice to have a friend 
m this huge, impersonal building, and he was harmless. She 
imagined herself confiding in him if she ever did fall m lose 
‘What would I do 9 ’ He regarded her darkly, with his chin 
on his chest and his hands m his pockets ‘Get along to your 
work before I tell you You’re too young ’Op it ’ 

She could feel him watching her back view all down the street, 
but when she turned round at the corner, he had gone inside 

Mrs Urry woke that morning with a hangover. That came of 
being paid Thursday instead of Friday like respectable folk. 
But that Greek did everything lop-sided She’d washed up for 
many queer customers, but the proprietor of the Acropolis 
Dining Rooms was the fishiest yet Fifth column, Mrs Urry 
knew. The things she could tell if she chose ! 

It wasn’t right to go straight to the pub with your pay packet 
on Friday night, you saw shiftless men doing that, and pitied 
their wives, but a Thursday - that was different somehow Her 
mouth felt like a dustbin The gin these days was a scandal, but 
there wasn’t much else to do with the money now that she and 
Urry were living rent free Funny how little you needed to eat 
as you got older She yawned, pushed her hair out of her eyes 
and stretched up a skinny arm to scratch on the wire above her. 
He was awake, she had heard him coughing through her doze 
for the last hour 

Urry 1 she called ‘Wake up The first tram‘11 be along in a 
minute ’ 

The wire above her tautened and sprang as her husband 
turned over to look down at her over the side of his bunk He 
looked like a dirty apostle It was years since he had shaved, 
months since he had had a haircut 
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‘Don’t feel like going today,’ he said, and coughed al 
donedly, whooping like a child 

‘What, and have someone pinch your beat 9 You turn i 
back on Holborn Circus for a minute and half a dozen smarts’ 
dig themselves in There’s money m matches ’ 

‘Shut up, Ada,’ he said, heaving back into the middle of the 
bunk ‘I’m going to have another wink ’ He fumbled among Ins 
clothes for his father’s steel watch and held it m front of his 
eyes ‘We got another five minutes yet, you lying hag ’ 

She lay still, like an old witch m a coffin, her black button 
eyes considering the slight bulge of her husband’s behind, which 
was embossed m little lozenge shapes where it pressed on the 
wire At the far end of the platform, a woman cleaner was 
swabbing with a mop, and belund her head Mrs Urry could hear 
someone telephoning behind the glass door in the curved wall 
Otherwise it was quiet Quiet and warm A bit different from 
the days when every bunk had been full and people had to step 
over bodies to reach the trains But they’d had some fun in the 
Blitz Singing or a mouth organ as often as not, and the canteen 
with scalding tea at all hours of the night and that First Aid 
post so hospitally smelling you hardly dared go inside for fear 
of catching something They had all gone gradually, the Daltons 
and the Berrys and the one they called ‘Spikey’, who could 
whistle like a flute, and those jolly girls who used to sit up and 
paint their faces before they went off to their office, and that 
funny old card who howled m his sleep, and the kind old fool 
with the cake tray They had all gone away, until only the 
Urrys were left There were no air raids now, but it made no 
difference to the Urrys in their sound-proof burrow The only 
difference was that when you went out m the morning you 
didn’t find half the houses that ought to be standing up lying 
all over the road, and have to go miles round to get to work 
and that old Greek look at you sideways as if he didn’t believe 
the excuse 

The Urrys has stayed on because they had nowhere else to 
go Their two rooms over the tobacconist s in Red Lion Square 
had been found lying in the road one morning along with the 
tobacconist’s shop The kind old fool with the calc tray Ind 
kept trying to pull strings to get them compensation and a new 
home, but they were perfectly happy where they were, and no 
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warm m their live a as ia c i 


rent to pay. They had never been so 

winter , 

The first feet came clattering down the stairs on to the plat- 
form ‘Urryi’ called his wife m a high, hoarse voice ‘Time to 
get up! Drat that footman, he ain’t cleaned my shoes again.’ 
She put her turned-over shoes out neatly every night, and every 
morning shuffled her feet into them with the same remark Her 
toilet consisted m taking off the grey cardigan which she wore 
inside out at night and putting it on again the right way. She 
banged on the wire above ‘Time to get up, sir. Shall I run 
your bath 7 ’ 

Mr Urry’s legs appeared over the side, with a stretch of 
yellow skin between his hitched-up trousers and wrinkled socks. 
‘First tram coming,’ he said coughing, and pulling out the steel 
watch ‘Spit on time,’ he said with surprise, although it was 
never a second late The tram came and went, taking a few' 
sleepy people with it The platform began to fill up for the 
next one, but before it came, the Urrys were up and dressed 
‘ Christ, my mouth’s like a lavatory.’ Mrs Urry rubbed her 
hand over it ‘Come on and let’s get our tea before the Cosy 
fills up. 

‘’Ullo, duck.’ Strewthi That red jacket was a bit too much to 
see first thing on the morning after. 

‘Hullo,’ said Sheila ‘Sleep well?’ 

‘As a top ’Urry up, Urry, I’m waiting to make your bed.’ 
Mr Urry, who was very short, hung by his hands from the to 
bunk, kicked feebly once or twice and then launched himself c 
to the platform, landing stiff-kneed and staggering a few s , 
with a hand m the small of bis back and exaggerated groans. 

‘'E'll be on to the lines one of these days,’ said his wife, *th» 

, we shall ’ave a fry. Talk about bacon for breakfast’’ 

She pulled down his two old blankets, and rolling them 
with her own staggered with them towards the exit after 
pottering figure Sheila watched her back view m the droop 
skirt and the green beret, worn well forward, with wild str* 
of hair escaping at the back She might have offered to carry 
bundle if she had not been afraid of catching something 
was sorry for the old girl, one couldn’t conceive of a 

ghastly existence Someone ought to do something about 
like that 
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Mrs Urry had been there ever since Sheila had been catching 
the six forty-five She was part of her mornings, but Sheila was 
haunted unreasonably by the fear that one day she would come 
down and find her dead in her bunk Ever since that morning 
when her watch had been wrong and she had come down too 
early and seen Mrs Urry still asleep, with her waxy yellow nose 
sticking straight up and her horrible hair inert, the idea had 
haunted her like something she had actually seen She had never 
seen anybody dead and she hoped she never would 

Her tram came in and she got into the third carriage from the 
end, deliberately not looking at the boy with the curly hair and 
the limp who was there as usual and was staring at her, as usual 

‘Mum,’ said Kitty, ‘I don’t want any more to eat No, don’t 
cut any more bread and butter I’m late anyway ’ 

‘Just one more round,’ said Mrs Ferguson ‘You’ve eaten 
nothing, cluldie Look, you can have the last of the raspberry 
jam ’ 

‘I don’t want it ’ Kitty got up from the kitchen table and put 
on her jacket ‘I must fly Where’s my bag 9 ’ 

‘I’ll give it to you I put it away in a safe place You left it 
lying about when you came in last night, and I knew you’d 
never find it Oh, Kitty » I don’t call that a clean plate What’s 
the matter - don’t you like tomatoes and fried bread? You 
always used to ’ 

‘Yes, but you always give me so much Honestly Mum, at 
tins time in the morning - look, do give me my bag It’s nearly 
quarter past ’ 

Kitty went out to the shed where the bicycles lived among the 
abandoned impedimenta of her father’s changing hobbies Con- 
gealed paintpots, garden tools with the earth crusted on them, 
a stone slab covered with hardened concrete - relic of the time 
he had started to build an air-raid shelter A yellow-brown 
miniature chest of drawers, with a painting on each drawer of 
what it was supposed to contain buttons, looping tape, a 
lover’s knot of ribbon, an enormous, predatoiy black hook and 
eye The button drawer, stuck half open, showed nails and a 
lump of putty and a tangle of brass and hairy string There was 
a chipped grindstone, and on the lowest shelf a vice still held a 
piece of metal, one edge filed to a perfect bevel and the others 
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taw. The handle of the file, with G.F. burnt into it, lay on * 
shelf The blade may have been on the pile of scrap metal 
the comer that had been waiting since the beginning of the * 
to be taken to the Council dump 

Het father was on fretwork at the moment Kitty had 
manceuvie her bicycle past his treadle machine, standing el- 
and oiled by the door with the beginnings of an intricate be 
end impaled on the saw Her mothei came out with her ha 
bag as she went past the back door. Mrs Ferguson wore 
overall over het nightdress, long black slippers with pom-pc 
a net over the top of her abundant brown hair and the 
hanging down her back in a thick pigtail secured with tape 
Kitty wore trousers and a yellow polo-necked sweater 
her mother had knitted last winter. Het hair was short 
curly and stuck out at the sides where she had lain on it 
‘That front tyre’s flat, childie Better let me pump it up 
‘Ho, I can do it It doesn’t matter though; it’s not d 
much Anyw'ay, I’ve left my pump at the factoiy ’ 

‘I’ll get your father’s. You’ll ruin those good tyres, ri 
them on the rims like that ’ 

‘It’s nowhere near the rim’ Kitty pouted her soft und 
grabbed her bag and put it in the basket. ‘ Good-bye then 
off’ 

‘ Oh, wait - your sandwiches.’ 

‘Oh, Mum, I don’t - Do be quick then, I’ll get in an 
row I was late back after lunch yesterday through you m 
me go to the dressmakers’ ’ 

She began to wheel her bicycle down the passage at the « 
the house and Mrs Ferguson trotted after her with a pape 
holding up her nightdress ‘Here you aie, cheese, darli 
a piece of my cake Leonard coming tonight*? ’ 

‘I expect so.’ 

‘Oh good We’re going to have fish pie I know he likes 
* Well, actually, Mum, we were going to the pictures an 
some food out afterwards ’ Wheeling her bicycle thron 
front gate, Kitty would not look at her mother’s falling f 
‘ Oh, must you go tonight, Kitty*? I thought we’d have 
evening here We might start a fire and there’s a lovely p 
the BBC.I know Len likes plays ’ 

He likes the pictures too,’ muttered Kitty, with one ft 
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the pedal, and then suddenly turned her chubby face round 
with a quick, sweet smile ‘Thanks for the breakfast, Mum It 
was lovely Good-bye, see you at lunchtime 1 ’ 

‘Don’t be late 1 ’ Mrs Ferguson came out into the road to call 
after her as she rode away ‘I’ve got a nice bit ofl iver ' Don’t 
ride too fast,’ she added automatically, although Kitty was 
well out of earshot She v/atched the plump little behind disappear 
round the corner and went back into the house to put the kettle 
on for Mr Ferguson’s tea Quite a dew, there was It struck 
damp through her slippers Good thing Kitty had her feet off 
the ground , you could say that for bicycling Such a baby to 
be going to work How she’d manage when she was married, 
Mrs Ferguson didn’t dare think Thank goodness they were only 
going to live just round the corner How could a child like that 
know how to look after a man, and Len so fanciful about his 
food 9 

‘Charlie,’ she called up the stairs, ‘I’m going to put your egg 
on, so if you don’t hurry up, it’ll spoil ’ She sang at the stove, 
cushiony and uncorseted, a forecast of Kitty’s middle age 

It was twenty-five past seven when Dinah and Bill banged the 
door of their flat, fell down three flights of narrow stairs, 
bumped into Mrs Carley’s pram, and down the front steps into 
the street The tall grey house, build as a penance for Victorian 
servants, didn’t look as if anyone could be wildly, ecstatically 
happy in it Its exterior belied the existence of Dinah and Bill 
in the top storey ; like a blank face concealing riotous thoughts 
They ran ‘Christ, we’re late,’ said Dinah as they turned into 
the mam road ‘ Here, don’t come to the Estate with me, darling 
You’ll miss your train ’ 

‘Don’t be a fool ’ He slowed down his long legs so that she 
could keep up, her coat flopping, one of her piled-up curls 
tumbling into her eye She caught the comb as it fell out ‘Don’t 
be late tonight,’ she said, ‘Alf’s promised to keep me some 
kippers ’ They were crossing the road and he pulled her back 
from under a car ‘I told you, Di, I’ve got to go up to Coventry 
tonight with those drawings ’ 

‘Oh hell, is it tonight 9 I’d forgotten ’ 

‘What’ll you do 9 ’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know - eat a pair of kippers, I suppose I could 
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Or I might go on the booze as it’s pay-day. Perhaps I’ll g< 
the flicks with George.’ She looked up at him sideways on 
enormous eyes They had slowed down m the crowd conver 
on the entrance of the Estate road 
‘Yes, do,’ he said confidently He grabbed her, and 1 
her, knocking hard against her as someone jostled him. * Ch 
darling I’m flying.’ 

They were parted m an instant by the hurrying, preoccu 
crowd. Dinah felt depressed as she ran on, her high heels cl 
mg * Hi Joe 1 ’ She caught up with a man m overalls. * Baby 
yet’’ 

‘No, duck.’ His loose face hung m folds of worry. ‘They 
’er back from the ’ospital again Another two days, they 
and not to keep on coming along foi false alarms ’ 

‘ My God, can you beat it? Get a move on, Mr Cnpps ; y 
going to lose a quarter if you don’t look out ’ The storek_ 
in tight trousers and pince-nez, looked at her with loat 
she ran by him He loathed most people, especially first 
in the morning, so most people left him alone, but Dinah 
seem to notice ‘Hullo, Wendy’’ She swept a little mon 
girl along with her as they turned off the road into the r 
house. She was at the clock about twenty people ah** 
Wendy, who was always pushed out of any queue As they 
out on to the track between the sheds, the sun came out b 
them and their shadows stalked ahead in a blaze of glm 
the end of the track, they turned through the double dooi 
the Inspection Shop and met the machinery smell, di 
acrid, the smell that permeated your clothes and skin an « 
that steamed out of you when you got home in winter and 
m front of the fire 

Madeleine Tennant hung her coat on the peg and put < 
grey overall with the red collar, rolling up her sleeves 

‘ Morning, Mrs Tennant ! ’ The foreman went past m a . 
overall with a blue collar, blowing his nose Why could 
call her by her Christian name as he did the other girls'? 
one else, even girls less than half her age called her Mad 
but Bob Condor thought Mrs Tennant would be more c< 
He was very keen on correctness In the factory where s 
worked in the last war, she had been Mad, or Maddy. B~ 
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wars she had been Miss Madeleine, coming into the fittm„ 
rooms of an Oxford Street store with a tape measure round her 
neck and her bosom full of pins She went out to the bench and 
sat on her stool next to Paddy King, who was sheer and 
groomed with dark-red hair that swung in a fan on her 
shoulders Madeleine was short and square with thin grey hair 
which had been irretrievably bobbed m nineteen-thirty, an 
anxious, modest face and legs that swelled when she was tired 
But she felt that she and Paddy were friends because they both 
had a man in the Middle East - Paddy a husband and Madeleine 
an only son 

She raised inquiring eyebrows, a diffident, hopeful smile 
hovering round her mouth that was puckered from years of 
holding pins She always greeted Paddy with this expression It 
meant ‘Have you had a letter ?’ 

Oh, Lord, thought Paddy, why doesn’t she ask right out, and 
then I’d say ‘No,’ instead of this circus every morning, with 
me supposed to shake my head and look sad and then raise 
< my eyebrows at her so that she can shake her head and glisten 
at the eyes 

Feeling irritable this morning, she vented it on Madeleine 
by pretending not to sec her questioning face She picked up 
the gearwheel she had been inspecting when the bell rang last 
night and frowned at it closely under the light 

‘Good morning, Paddy,’ said Madeleine humbly and cleared 
her throat 

Now she’s making the Face, thought Paddy, I wonYlook 
I can’t If she puts her hand on my arm I shall scream Why am 
I so foul-tempered 7 No wonder Dicky doesn’t write to me If 
Madeleine only knew what our beautiful love dream was she 
wouldn’t talk about him in such a hushed voice 

Madeleine cleared her throat again and Paddy bent closer 
over the gear The light touch of a hand pn her arm made her 
taut nerves scream 

‘Morning, Maddy 1 ’ shouted Dinah across the bench ‘Heard 
from your cherub 7 ’ 

Madeliene dropped her hand at once and 'hurried round to 
Dinah, her eyes shining ‘Yes,’ she breathed, ‘yes, I have Last 
night, when I got back -’ 

Poor old bitch, thought Paddy, looking across under her 
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eyelids, and I wouldn’t play. I wish 1 had Some day I’ll be 
nice to het. We’ll go out to supper and the cinema and l 
together and show each other photographs. But not 
Good Lord, how can Dinah pretend to take so much in 
No, she really is interested. She really cares about pecj 
people, likes them automatically instead of hating them 
sight and only gradually coming lound to one or two. 

Edwaid’s body had arrived as punctually as usual 
factory, swinging his arms through the chilly morning, 
thoughts were with Queeme He hated having to leave he 
through it alone, although with labbits the only thing 
leave them to themselves Allan Colley said that inter 
was the cause of nearly all the infanticide among does 
Connie didn’t go near her Normally, she kept well awa 
the rabbits, but she was occasionally taken with the fan 
slumming in the garden With luck they would all be t 
the time he got home He set great store by this litter 
paid a lot for Queeme’s visit She was very big, evei 
Flemish Giant — and he had tried to accentuate this by 
her to an outsize buck It might be the beginning of so 
really good Size was important these days Allan Coll* 
given him the idea in an aiticle entitled: ‘Pass on You 
Best Points ’ He was going to concentrate on size 
achieved something outstanding ‘The Ledward Str 
thought, as he clocked in Well, other people had 
All the famous strains must have started like this. 

Meanwhile, he had the day to get through. Up till n* 
concern for Queeme had taken his mind off his new job, 
he stepped out of the fresh cold of the morning into the 
cold of the Inspection Shop, his apprehension returned 
all so different from the friendly Fitting Shop where one 
was on top of another and the noise spread over every 
was quieter here and more spacious The two lines of 
stretched mto perspective, strewn with the dismantled u 
aeroplane engines At the far end, the high trolleys weie 
up neatly, each stacked with an engine waiting to be sp 
the benches There were girls everywhere. There wer 
women labourers pushing the trolleys along the gan v 
was early yet and only a few of the girls were perching 
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■benches, powdering their noses or reading the paper Others 
were chatting by the coats, or arriving, looking unapproachable 
in their outdoor clothes Thank goodness he had only got to 
deal with ten of them 

That must be his bench, he recognized the sleek, red-haired 
girl with the sulky orange mouth He was scared stiff of her And 
there was that mannish one with the short thick legs and the 
bristly shingle He couldn’t see Dinah anywhere, or that funny 
little girl with the ash-coloured hair who had reminded him of 
the grey doe in the end hutch 

He didn’t know where to hang his coat He hung it tentatively 
on an empty peg, but a fat red-faced girl swept it off with ‘ No 
you don’t, cock, that’s little Hilda’s peg ’ He tried another peg 
‘Christ, Ted,’ said Dinah, appearing under his arm, ‘don’t hang 
it there, that’s her Ladyship’s peg ’ 

‘Who’’ asked Ted 

‘Oh, you’ll find out, but that’s not the way to start ’ She knew 
Edward quite well , she had often come and talked to him m the 
Fitting Shop She liked to get about the place and see people, so 
she made excuses of dirty bearings to be cleaned out, or a nut 
to be removed with a special spanner She would go and look 
up drawings in the drawing office so that she could visit an old 
bent man m there who could whistle two notes at once, or invent 
some reason for going up to the Hardening Shop so that she 
could talk to a knotted man called Albert, in the glow from his 
hellish ovens Bob Condor would sometimes go after her to 
chase her back to her own section and although she would come 
docilely enough, he was never sure that she was not laughing 
at him 

‘Morning, Dinah ’ He came up now, regretting that it was 
not correct to pinch her bottom He had pinched it before now 
when the opportunity arose, and he had tried to kiss her once 
behind a stack of cylinder liners Instead of being angry, she 
had laughed at him, and had walked calmly away while he was 
wondering how to proceed 

‘Come into my office, Ledward,’ he said, ‘and we’ll just run 
through the routine Get out on the bench, Dinah, and start 
work ’ 

‘I’ve got nothing to do We’re waiting for another engine ’ 

‘Well, go and look as if you were working Supposing somc- 
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body came round? Come on, Ledwai d, let’s gel tins over 
then we can gel these girls organized. They got hellishly s 
under Tom Presser, they did what they liked with him 
counting on you to get a bit of discipline ‘ 

Bob Condor had an unctuous face with prominent eyes 
ears and an egg-shaped profile He had a bald spot like a to 
at the back of his head and he talked as if his tongue wci 
big for his mouth. Words like ‘shupercharger’ and ‘shh 
gearshe’ had difficulty in getting past it into the open 
Noticing this, Edward found it difficult to concentrate on 
he was saying, just as he never could attend to Connie’s m 
for looking at her teeth 

In any case, the more he heard of his job, the greate 
apprehension There were certain units of the engine on v 
he had never worked. Bob Condor’s remarks on the rolle 
of the moderate shpeed gear were as Greek He began to w- 
why he had been picked for the job Perhaps the Fitting 
were dissatisfied with his work and had fobbed him off o 
Inspection by way of a smart deal. He would have to get 
of a text-book and do a lot of swotting up at home and i 
while rely on the help of the charge hand on the other b 
He was a decent chap, but it was the girls 1 How cou 
set himself up a supervisor of a girl who had worked f< 
years on a unit whose details he was hearing now for 
time 7 

‘Well, I think that should give you a pretty good idea, 
the foreman ‘Come on out, and I’ll mtroduce you to 
bench ’ 

Edward was depressed as he followed the tonsure out 
office He already saw himself passing something faulty 
would pack up m mid-air and cause the death of a pil 
would give the job a trial and then ask for a change beffi 
did any harm He didn’t want the job He didn’t want to 
the girls He wanted to go back to the Fitting Shop 
The girls had started on a new engine They looked up 
their work and stared and said things as he and Bob approa 
At the nearest corner, the red-haired girl was broodmg ov 
wheelcase She sat round-shouldered on her high stool, he 
back curved like a sapling 
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‘ This is Mrs King,’ said Bob ‘ Paddy - your new charge hand 
You’ll find sulks don’t have the same effect on him as they did 
on Tom ’ Paddy looked at him from under her lashes Owing to 
the lines of her mouth m repose, she had suffered all her life 
from being told not to sulk when she was perfectly happy, 
which immediately made her feel sulky 

‘How do you do,’ she said, hoping Edward was not as earnest 
as he looked He might get interfering If she was allowed to get 
on with the job m her own way, she was all right 

Madeleine sprang off her stool and beamed at Edward ‘How 
do you do,’ she said, and laughed nervously, pushing back her 
hair 

‘Mrs Tennant does the pumpsh,’ said Bob ‘Oil, fuel and 
coolant She’s very good at the job ’ 

‘It’s very nice of you to say so,’ said Madeleine seuously, ‘but 
I’m afraid I make an awful lot of mistakes What about that 
time I passed a ciacked casing and it wasn’t discovered until the 
whole pump was assembled? That was terrible ’ The lapse had 
passed almost unnoticed, but the memory of it had haunted her 
for months She had worked with desperate concentration ever 
since, convinced that it was being held against her and that she 
was being watched for the slightest slip She woke sometimes m 
the night, thinking about what would have happened if the 
crack had not been discovered She saw the whole fuel pump 
disintegrating in mid-air like a rotten apple, heard the engine 
stutter, cough and then cut out completely as the plane hurtled 
to earth But most clearly of all, she saw the face of the pilot, 
blackened and charred sometimes, sometimes floating, fiat and 
pale, just under the surface of the sea 

‘And this is Kitty,’ said Bob Condor with relish He liked her 
tight young satiny skm and the unused look about her Edward 
liked her too, he liked her friendly, guileless smile He could 
imagine her curled up on the floor in front of the fire, prattling 
She looked like a prattler She was working on a box of oil pipes 
and it was with a shock that he noticed an engagement ring 
on her filthy left hand He saw her then as a child bride, 
going sacnficially to the altar in cloudy white, without know- 
ing what it was all about Kitty liked him too, she liked e\crj- 
bod> 

Sheila was working next to her on the reduction gear, an 
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enormous wheel and a little wheel that reduced the cranksh 
speed to a suitable speed for the aiisctew. Edward felt at ho< 
here. He had worked on this unit for a long time. 

‘Tins is the reduction gear/ Bob was saying, ignoring Shci 
who he knew didn’t like him. ‘There’s a grinding scheme on 
front of the shaft here you’ve got to watch out for.’ 

‘R S C 119,’ murmured Edward casually ‘Er - how do \ 
do, Miss, er 

‘I’m Sheila,’ she said, wishing she couldn't see her n 
shining out of the corner of her eye. Not that this man \ 
attractive or anything except that the stiuctuie of his face » 
like Conrad Veidt, but you should never let anyone think 
you as a girl who shone. You should never shine, anyway. " 
never knew - supposing some pilot came round. When Bob 
moved on to the next girl, she turned her back and took 
flapjack out of her overall pocket 

Grace Matthews was checking valves with speed and efiicici 
She was homely and house-ridden Her hands were not crac 
and calloused from valves, but from cleaning behind the w. 
robe and under the kitchen stove and all sorts of places 
nobody would ever see ‘Mrs Matthews is one of our g« 
steady workers,’ said Bob, as if she were a cart-horse. Edv 
was glad, because he didn’t know much about valves. 

‘How do you do,’ said Grace. ‘I’m awfully worried b 
there isn’t an engine number on this set of valves Suppo 
they’ve got mixed 9 ’ 

‘ Make a note to see about that, Ledward,’ said the fore 
‘Take it up with George Dove m the Dishmanthng Shop.’ 

‘Righto,’ said Edward, wondering who George Dove was 
following round the end of the bench to where the rabbi 
sat, smaller than ever, counting bolts 

‘This is Wendy Holt,’ said Bob ‘She’s just been put c 
the camshafts and rockers She’ll be all right, but she dc 
know much about it yet, do you, Wendy 9 ’ 

‘I’m afraid not,’ she whispered shyly 
Well that was all right Edward could teach her a lot a 
rockers She wore her pale hair drawn back and tied in her 
with a ribbon. She had long, scared-looking eyes, just hk 
does when a cat got into the garden and pretended it couk 
into the hutches if it wanted to He wondered how 
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getting on Wendy got back on to her stool and went on count- 
ing bolts attentively 

Bob had told Edward about the girl next to Wendy ‘Ivy 
Larter You want to watch out for her, she’s a trouble-maker ’ 
Edward vaguely remembered having heard some gossip about 
her and one of the labourers, but he hadn’t listened at the time 
He looked at her now, with a sinking heart and hoped she wasn’t 
going to make trouble with him because he would never know 
how to deal with it She was a thin girl/with dry, dyed hair and 
a spiteful mouth, distorted by the stridence of her Cockney 
accent Her eyes calculated Edward and found him con- 
temptible 

Dinah was working just beyond the next girl and she leaned 
over and said ‘Hullo, tins is^ Reeme She’s not as dumb as she 
looks ’ She couldn’t be, thought Edward 
Reeme giggled ‘ Oh, Di-nei , you are awful 1 ’ 

‘How do you do,’ said Edward kindly 
‘How do,’ said Reeme, goggling 

‘Mrs Streeter does the nuts and bolts and the controlsh,’ said 
Bob Condor, watching Dinah 

‘That’s right,’ said Reeme Every time she finished speaking, 
she let her mouth fall open, because she couldn’t breathe 
through her nose 

‘Dinah you know,’ said Bob, going past her ‘She does the 
shlipper gearshe ’ Thank goodness for that, thought Edward, be- 
cause she’ll know all about them She’ll be able to teach me 
something Dinah winked at him The last girl was the mannish 
one he had seen yesterday She was standing up, running her eye 
down a line of studs on the carburettor She put a dirty hand 
into Edward’s and shook it frankly 

‘Freda does the shuper and carburettor,’ said Bob, which was 
obvious, Edward thought Come to think of it, the whole round 
of introduction had been rather silly He could perfectly well 
see for himself what units the girls were on He could have 
trickled in among them, ' without tlus pompous business of 
having to think of something to say to each 

‘Yes,’ said Freda, ‘I’m the blower wallah Been on it a year 
now ’ Edward knew quite a lot about the blower too and was 
prepared to assert himself on any question that cropped up 
Freda looked as though she were prepared to assert herself too, 
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but he didn't mmd He could deal with gills with moustache' 
and weatherbeaten skins It was the ones who smelt like fioo.ei 
who put him off 

There was a Trade Union monthly general meeting aft* 
woik, but although Edward usually liked to go and listen to ih 
talk, Jack Tanner himself could not have kept him fro* 
Queeme tonight He always walked home bnskly. shooting o; 
his legs to give each one the maximum amount of exercise, \v 
tonight he went like a man making the rccoi d to Brighton, he 
and toe, elbows working On the little hill that curved do \n 
Church Avenue and the Lipmann’s corner, he broke into 
trot, jogging sprmgily on the balls of his feet, head up a. 
breathing through his nose Behind the dominating thought 
Queeme, which drove him forward, a jumble of impressions 
his bewildering day surged into his head Faces, odd remar’ 
isolated pictures kept coming to the surface like bubbles u 
simmering pan, but he paid little heed to them, concentra‘« 
only on getting home Time enough later on to try and sort 
his confused thoughts into a clear picture of the job 

At the cross-roads, the church clock showed that he was ■ 
minutes earlier than usual. David Lipmann, coming out of 
side door of the shop m a blue suit and a white polo swea 
grinned at the earnest, hurrying figure People missed an a 
lot by not relaxing He passed a hand ovei his black hair v.’ 
was brushed back without a parting, hitched up his belt 
sauntered across the road towards Colhs Park High Street 
‘ David P yelled Mrs Lipmann from the shop door, ‘W! 
are you going 9 ’ She was a finely built woman with muc 
arms and a strong face under hair that was gathered u- 
round her head into a knob on top, like a brioche 

‘To Mr Hillary’s to get some books 1 ’ called David wit 
stopping 

‘You going after a girl. I’m going to tell your fat 
screamed Mrs Lipmann A customer came out of the 
behind her and stood wagging her head approvingly 
shouted something unintelligible 

You come home late and you'll find the door locked 3 ’ > 

his mother, who would have sat up all night to let him 
necessary 
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Edward heard the shouting still going on behind him as he 
turned m at his gate He always thought the Lipmanns added 
something continental to this comer of Collts Park It re- 
minded him of that woman at Wenduync who used to scieam 
out of her top window' when the vegetable man came round 
Connie had said it made her sick to see the two big dogs 
drawing the cart, but they had seemed quite happy with their 
plumy tails always waving But Connie suspected all animals of 
suffering When a car had run over Bob’s pa\”, she had talcn 
him straight to the Vet’s to have lum put out of his misery with- 
out waiting until Edward came home They had never had 
another dog, Connie w'as dead set against it 
Edward went quickly through the hall to the kitchen and out 
into the garden Connie must be upstairs His rabbits connected 
him with food and scrabbed at their netting, but he went 
straight to Quecnic’s hutch and squatted down a few feet away 
so as not to disturb her She was lying in a comer, with her cars 
crushed along her shoulders, staring into space In the other 
corner, the hay of her bed was mounded Edward peered at the 
mound Was it his imagination or - yes, the mound was moving 1 
Straining his eyes, he thought he saw a little rat-like body but 
it was impossible to sec how many babies there were , there was 
just that stirring, living pile of hay 

‘Good old Queenie,’ he whispered exultantly and got up 
quietly to get her some food 

Connie was in the kitchen, cutting yesterday’s cold potatoes 
into a pan of fat on the stove ‘Some people,’ she said, ‘might 
take offence at their husband saying good cycning to the rabbits 
before lus wife Don’t think I mind, though I’m used to it, 
I’m sure ’ 

‘Connie,’ Edward’s deep-set eyes were shining ‘Queenie’s 
had her litter - you know, the ones I told you about, by that 
champion at Ashford ’ 

‘How many 9 ’ 

‘I don’t know yet I haven’t looked ’ 

‘What’ll you do with them,’ asked Connie, going past him to 
the cupboard, ‘sell them?’ 

‘I’m going to keep the best for breeding I might sell one or 
two for fur when they’re mature I shan’t sell any of this lot for 
flesh, though I’m hoping they’re all too good for that ’ 
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‘Why don’t you find out how many there are 7 Some of t 
might be dead ’ 

‘X mustn’t disturb her yet. They don’t like you touching 
babies at first They eat them sometimes if you do.’ 

‘Well, would you believe it 7 ’ said Connie, taking the salt 
pepper to the stove and seasoning the potatoes. ‘How dis 
mg. That just shows you how awful animals are.’ 

Edward was washing at the sink. He felt very happy. ‘ F< 
he laughed, gasping through the cool water as he splash^ 
face, ‘Funny, if humans did .hat Suppose Dorothy went 
ate her baby because your mother went to see her at 
hospital.’ 

‘Don’t talk like that, Ted It’s horrible,’ said Connie, 
the pan affrontedly. ‘And it isn’t funny,’ she said as he 
towards her laughing 

‘Well, kiss me good evening then, Con I didn’t want to 
you till I’d washed off the factory smell ’ When he kissed 
her mouth was neither resistant nor yielding, just disinter 
He sighed and dropped his arms, lettmg her turn back t- 
stove ‘What are we eating 7 ’ 

‘ Meat pie and chips.’ 

‘Bought meat pie or home-made?’ 

‘Bought, of course. What would I make meat pies o 
Take your coat off the table, Ted I want to use it Why 
you wash m the bathroom, anyway 7 ’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know; more matey down here.’ He ha 
companionable and communicative, wanting to talk abo 
rabbits 

‘Yes, but it would look so funny if anyone came i 
think we hadn’t got a bathroom.’ 

Edward laughed and went out to feed his rabbits 
She was dishing up when he came back and he came 
tray through into the hvmg-room. 

And so I suppose,’ she said, as they sat down, ‘you » 
anxious to get back to your rabbits that you forgot to get 
pay?’ 

Good Lord,’ he said, ‘I’d quite forgotten m the excitemc 
Queeme and all that Here,’ he fished m his trouser pocke* 
threw a little buff envelope on the table. ‘Take your h 
'cepmg money then, old girl, and give us some tea ’ 
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Connie slit the envelope with a knife, counted the money, and 
put two notes into her bag, shutting it with a snap 
‘Quite a good bonus then last week,’ she said, pouring out 
the tea 

‘All, you wait till next Friday when I get the first week’s pay 
of my new job You’ll see a bit of difference Any sugar? No, 
I’ll get it It was my fault really, I brought the tray in ’ Connie 
was cutting carefully into her pie when he came back, nibbling 
at it suspiciously and then dousing it with O K sauce 
‘Well, come on, Ted,’ she said ‘I never knew anyone so 
cagey Aren’t you going to tell me about the new job? How 
d’you like it’’ 

‘Well, you know, Con, it’s hard to say at first, it’s all so 
strange ’ He stirred lus tea thoughtfully, recalling the day, 
trying to untangle his confused impressions 

‘Yes, but what’s it like? Interesting, dull, important -’’ 
Surely he must know Edwaid was so maddeningly slow at put- 
ting things into words sometimes She didn’t pretend to be 
clever or read books like he did, but she could always put a 
name to anything or anyone immediately She could label a 
film sloppy, or dry, or absurd right at the beginning, whereas 
Edward always had to see it right through and then think about 
it before he would give an opinion She had known at once that 
that new couple who had started coming to the Marquis of 
Granby were ignorant and flashy, but Edward would not 
admit it until he had met them two or three times and had a talk 
to the man 

‘Well, I’ll be able to tell you more about it when I get into 
it ’ He began on lus pie ‘It’s a bit worrying at the moment 
There’s such a lot to know I only hope I’ll be able to cope 
with it ’ 

‘Oh, so you don’t like it then’ I thought you’d be sorry you 
left the Fitting Shop though I didn’t say anything yesterday ’ 
‘Oh no, you can’t say I don’t like it It’s just that -’ He went 
on eating meditatively, searching for the right words to convey 
the responsibility of the job and lus own inadequacy without 
giving her the opportunity to damp it 

Oh, well, thought Connie, cutting the pastry very small so that 
her front teeth could deal with it, if he doesn’t want to talk 
about it, I’m sure I don’t care Goodness knows he’s always 
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saymg J don’t take any interest in his woik. Might as well 
some music She got up to turn on the wireless 

‘Of course it makes it all the more strange them all 
girls,’ Edward was saying. Ah, now they were coming to 
she wanted to know 

‘What are they like 9 ’ she asked casually, turning the wir 
off again and coming back to the table 

‘Well, that girl Dinah Davies is one of them You know 
‘I ought to.’ Everyone in Collis Park knew Bill and C 
Davies, but Connie’s aunt had a flat in the same house. Eo 
sms, she said They made enough noise for six, till all hou 
the night sometimes, even when they hadn't got friends t 
What they got up to, Connie’s aunt couldn’t think, allh 
she sometimes imagined The names they called each « 
made your ears bum, and once Dinah had come running d< 
stairs to get their letters m a brassiere and knickers 

Conme folded her lips. Oh, yes, she knew all about D 
Mrs Davies, as she called herself. It would surprise no Ox 
hear they were not married 
‘Who else?’ 

‘Well, there are ten of them altogether - mostly yo 
smart girls some of them It’s surprising how they take t 
gmeermg work. There’s an older woman too ; I must say I 
my hat off to her. It must be very tiring ’ 

‘How old 9 ’ Conme poured herself more tea, and Ed 
passed Ins cup across ‘Oh, she must be nearly fifty.’ 

‘Fancy a woman that age taking a job like that,’ said Cc 
‘I don’t think it’s right ’ 

‘I think it’s very sporting That’s the spirit that’s going t 
this war. She’s very good at her job too, and she seems to h 
You know, honestly, Conme, I wonder you don’t come ~ 
Or, if not at Kyles, there are lots of places near here that w 
take you. They need all the women they can get ’ 

‘And who do you suppose would run your house 9 
wouldn’t fancy coming home to unmade beds and 
crockery and nothing for your tea, I’m sure ’ 

I wouldn’t mind Other people do it Look at Dmah < 
Davies 

l wouldn’t like to look at her flat, that’s all ’ 1 

Well, you could do part time then Go m the aftem 
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when you’d finished the housework I’ve never said anything, 
Connie, because I always thought you’d probably suggest it of 
your own accord when you saw everybody else doing war work, 
but honestly, old girl, I do think everyone ought to help We’ll 
never win this war else ’ 

‘I didn’t ask for a war, did I’ Let the people who made it get 
on and win it After all, we pay income tax, don’t we, and put 
up with the rationing, and I’ve registered for fircwatchmg I 
should have thought that was enough I’ll have a cigarette, Ted, 
when you’ve finished lighting your pipe ’ 

‘Oh, sorry, I didn’t know you wanted one ’ He held out a 
packet and then lit up for her She smoked in the middle of her 
mouth, in short, furious puffs, sitting up very straight 

‘What’ll you do then,’ asked Edward, ‘if they call you up’ 
They are conscripting married women, you know They might 
put you in any old job It would be better to volunteer now and 
make sure of getting decent work m the neighbourhood ’ 

‘No thank you If they want me, they can come and get me 
I’m not going to lay myself open to the sauce of those young 
madams at the Labour Exchange I’ve heard about them They 
won’t believe you’re married without you show your lines ’ She 
began to pile the tea-things on the tray Edward jumped up to 
carry it for her, but she had already picked it up and marched 
out, kicking open the door before he could get to it He could 
hear her in the kitchen making a lot of noise with the crockery 
He sat down with the evening paper, but couldn’t settle to it He 
went out to the kitchen 
‘Can I help. Con?’ 

‘I’ve finished ’ She was whirling round the kitchen, putting 
things away, screwing up one eye against the smoke of the 
cigarette, still held between her lips 

‘How about going down to the Marquis, then, as it’s Friday’ 
I could do with a drink ’ 

‘No thank you I don’t fancy anything Don’t let me keep 
you though, if you want to go ’ 

‘You come too You know we always go on Fridays ’ 

‘I’ve told you once, I don’t care to Go on, you go I’ve got 
plenty to do You don’t seem to realize what a lot there is to 
do m a house ’ 
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Dinah didn’t feel like going to the Tiade Union me 
either As usual, when Bill, who made scale models for a < 
firm, had to go up to the Coventry branch, she felt lost 
restless. She generally stayed m her flat, beginning, in a fev 
energy, household jobs that had been oveidue for weeks, 
ened of them half-way through, listened inattentively tc 
wireless and finished up in bed with a jug of tea and a vast cl 
sandwich, reading a library book or a magazine until tw 
the morning 

Tonight, however, she went back to spend the night 
Sheila at her flat, taking with her the pair of kippers tha 
uncle’s ftiend in the fish shop had palmed from und 
counter at lunch-time Sheila had been fascinated by Dinah 
since she first saw her, enormous eyes m full play, talkin 
way out of a telling-off from a hypnotized foreman Sheila, 
always studied attractive women for tips, could never d 
what it was about Dinah She would be screamingly out of > 
at Swmley, yet she was exactly right m herself She w 
really pretty, yet her face, her movements and her mouth 
she was talking held your eyes so that you didn’t always 
to what she said What she did say was often unrepeat 
Sheila had never heard anyone swear like a man m _ 
feminine way. 

Sheila had been aggressively shy when she started work 
factory In her mind, she had visualized ‘factory girls’ as 
tlung very different from what she found She was startl 
find that they mostly looked the same as she and her frie 
only a bit smarter Dinah had taught her the reduction ge* 
in a slapdash, confident way, jostling Sheila’s first diffiden 
to an unquestioning intimacy Eventually she ceased to w< 
all the time what the other girls were thinking of her. The 
came an mtegial part of her life After working beside D ° 
weeks, day after day, nine hours a day, life seemed never to 
held anything else Sheila thrived on liking and Dinah sc 
to like her They were friends She was the first girl-friend 
had had whom she had not secretly rather disliked 

‘Lovely to live up West,’ said Dinah, as they walked 
Russell Square station, ‘but my God, what a trek! Some 
>ouie lucky,’ she said without envy She would much 
climb two flights of worn carpet and one of linoleum wi 
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than rise m a gilt lift without him She poked round the flat 
while Sheila went into the kitchen to get their supper 

‘Who’s this 7 ’ She came m without her shoes, holding a 
photograph 

‘Let’s see Oh, that’s Mummy and Daddy in the garden at 
home That’s our house behind ’ 

‘Not bad What do they flunk of you working m a factory?’ 
‘They hate it It’s awful when I go home, because they keep 
on at me about it and explain me away to people as a curiosity 
They hardly know there’s a war on down there, you know 
Thank goodness I’m over twenty-one, or I’d have had to stay 
and work down there Daddy was going to pull strings to get 
me into the local food office as a seccy , so much kinder on the 
hands, you know ’ She laughed and spread her fingers on the 
edge of the stove, looking at the chipped scarlet varnish which 
failed to conceal the line of dirt under each nail ‘What do you 
do about your nails, Di 9 Mine are agony, I can’t keep the 
polish on ’ 

‘I never try I think they look better without if you can’t 
keep them nice ’ 

‘Oh, I couldn’t not varnish them ’ Sheila looked at her m 
round-eyed horror ‘I’d feel naked ’ 

‘You ought to have stayed at home and been a “seccy”,’ said 
Dinah ‘I think you’re soft Tell me more about your home It 
intrigues me Is it all kind of like Mrs Miniver and people 
cutting roses and having China tea, and cucumber sandwiches 
with the crusts off?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know Don’t be silly Look, how much coffee 
d’you think I ought to put in 9 ’ Frowning at the saucepan she 
was stirring, she said ‘Where did you live before you were 
married, D1 9 ’ 

‘In bloody Paddington Green, darling ’But I want to know 
about your place - Swinley, or whatever you call it ’ Sheila 
didn’t want to talk about her home She suddenly wished she 
had been brought up m Paddington Green 
Dinah, who had been out to get a cigarette, wandered back 
into the kitchen with a yell ‘Here, what the hell are you doing 
with those kippers 9 They’re shrivelled enough already without 
you go and grill them Got a frying-pan? You want to poach 
them, see, and then they swell up all juicy ’ 
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‘What else shall we have?’ asked Sheila, doing as she ' 
told. ‘Get something out of the cupboard. Mummy gave 
lots of her preserves ’ 

‘I’ll say she did,’ said Dmah, opening the cupboaid - 
recoiling. ‘Talk about not knowing there’s a War on!’ 

‘I know,’ said Sheila, embarrassed, ‘she always thinks 

starve.’ 

‘Wow!’ said Dinah, pushing the bottles about, ‘pcac- 
Can we have these, darling? I say, grown on the estate?’ 

‘Yes,’ Sheila stared at the white enamel back of the s' 
seeing instead the peach trees, crucified docilely on the wa 1 
the back of the stables She could almost feel a peach m 
hand, warm and furry. She was picking them for tea and tl 
would be tluck yellow cream and the table laid on the loggia 
the wasps trying to get at the jam. She never allowed herse 1 
feel homesick. Anyway there was now tins vague uncomfort 
feeling that it was all wrong. But there wouldn’t be peaches 
cream in Paddington Green. A lock of hair fell over her 
and she immediately forgot about Swmley and social eqn 
‘Oh, damn my hair,’ she said ‘Di, do you think it’s wort 
trouble of doing it this way? Does it suit me? It’s good 
the front but I don’t know that it’s so hot fiom the side.’ 
talked about hair for a long time. 

After supper, Dinah said: ‘I could do with a drink 
about going round to the local. Is it a decent one?’ 

‘Yes, not bad ’ Sheila had never been there. Timothy’s 
trine that girls went into country pubs but not London 
was deeply rooted. 

They each had a gin-and-mixed m the Lord Nelson, 
Dmah chatted to the landlord, who gave them their secon 
on the house It tasted just the same as at the Mayfair, 
they got back to the Flats, the night porter was on duty, 
circles under his eyes ' 

‘I’ve got day starvation,’ he told them, sizing up 
The three of them chatted pertly for a while, Dinah givmg 
back as good as he gave" Sheila thought they were all 

amusing people and asked him to come up and have _ 
coffee 

Not safe, he said, looking at the neck of her led dress, 
me - or for you ’ Sheila giggled. 
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‘You don’t want to get too fresh with that guy,’ said Dinah 
m the lift 

‘Why not*? I thought you liked him I think he’s rather fun ’ 
‘Fun’s 'all right for people who can look after themselves,’ 
said Dinah, making a noise with the lift gates that would un- 
doubtedly bring a note in the morning from Colonel and Mrs 
Satterthwaite, ‘but I don’t suppose you can Poor pet, you never 
had a chance ’ 


CHAPTER 3 

By folding up and stacking the trestle tables and rearranging 
the chairs, the canteen at Canning Kyles could be transformed 
into a concert or lecture hall It has been a judging ring once in 
the competition for practical, hygienic and becoming hats for 
female machine operators Those walls had witnessed many 
amateur variety turns, but nothing so strange as the parade of 
abashed and giggling models in all sorts of unpractical, un- 
hygienic and unbecoming headgear from poke bonnets to 
boudoir caps 

This’evening, however, the canteen was transformed for more 
solemn business On the platform at the far end, away from the 
serving hatches, was a trestle table bearing a jug of water and a 
glass, five chairs behind it and m front the microphone that 
usually worked fortissimo or not at all The rows of chairs in 
the body of the canteen were rapidly filling up Smoke and 
chatter increased every moment as employees pressed m from 
outside, pushing for a seat, calling to friends or making for the 
side wall winch was the traditional leaning place for hecklers 
and wits Although it was after six o’clock, not many people 
had gone home Most people wanted to attend the Trade Union 
general meetings, to see what they were getting for their three- 
pence a week 

The noise in the canteen did not lessen appreciably as five 
men filed through the door at the back of the platform and sat 
down behind the table m attitudes of unnatural ease The fattest 
of them, who was very fat, kept saluting and making comradely 
gestures towards acquaintances m the audience Next to him a 
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pugnacious young man wlio needed a haircut sat avidly w 
for the talk to begin. In the centre was the Chairman, sq 
and bespectacled, beyond him a modest man of high int« 
but no influence, and at the end a twinkling little man 
thought the whole thing a bit of a faice and was surpris- 
himself for having a hand m it. 

The pugnacious young man lose, and people began to 
each other and even those who wcie not attending noticed 
something was happening and stopped their conversatio' 
last to listen 

Disdaining the microphone and gripping the edge of the t 
the young man pitched his voice as if he were m the open 
‘Brothers and sisters!’ he shouted, rcstiaimng himself 
difficulty from calling them Comrades ‘Brothers and siste 
I declare this meeting open!’ A few scattered murmu 
‘Hear, hear,’ from mconigible yes-men 

‘And I now call,’ continued the young man, searing 
with his gaze, ‘I call upon our Chairman, Mr Chailes W 
wnght, to read the Minutes of our last General Meetin 
report progress * ’ 

A spatter of polite applause ran through the audience 
Chairman rose to his feet, smiling benevolently. The m 
man on his right reached over the table and placed the 
phone more directly in front of him 

‘Brothers and sisters,’ began Mi Wheelwright in his n 
voice, which was instantly drowned by cues from the sid 
of ‘Turn the bloody tiling on 1 ’ 

‘Isn’t it on 9 ’ The Chairman looked inquiringly at the m 
man, who looked worried and glanced behind him as if t 
to pass the blame on to someone else. 

‘Yes it’s on!’ said a voice from behind the scenes. The 
man nodded and went on speaking confidently in a quiet 
phone voice, unaware that he appeared to his audience 
character m a silent film. < 

Kis audience did not leave lnm unaware for long. ‘Turn 
George 1 ’ yelled the side wall v ~- 

Shut up 5 ’ said someone from the centre seats, ‘ and gi\ 
Brother Chanman a chance * 5 ' 

Try another station,’ shouted a hoarse man m a white 
and bicycle clips, ‘you might get Sandy _ Macpherson ! 5 
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one laughed and the voice behind the scenes shouted something 
back The Chairman waited patiently for the backchat be- 
tween George and the side wall to subside, and when George 
said ‘Try it again now, Mr Wheelwright,’ he tried again and 
was unperturbed by the bellow and squeak which he produced 
The twinkling man and the fat man at opposite ends of the 
table were both enjoying themselves hugely, one to himself and 
the other in collaboration with his friends, who received many 
waves and salutes and raised handclaps These two were quite 
prepared to sit here all night and enjoy the fun, but some of the 
audience were beginning to think of their trains and buses and 
teas, and were telling each other it wasn’t good enough Feet 
began to stamp and the heckling was not confined to the side 
wall 

Mr Wheelwright, still bland, spoke to the modest man, who 
came round the table and removed the microphone to the side 
of the platform 

‘All right, brothers and sisters,’ he called in a voice which 
needed no amplifying anyway, ‘we’ll get on without the - 
bloody thing as you call it ’ This happy flash of wit restored 
humour at once and the audience settled down to listen when 
he read the minutes His spectacles dropped forward as he read 
and he paused every now and then to look up over them at his 
audience when he wanted to make a point 

Mr Wheelwright had come to an intricate and rather dull 
question about income tax and was explaining how the Com- 
mittee and the Management had settled it The Committee had 
done this, the Committee had done that Most of the women 
yawned and fidgeted Wendy looked at her watch and hoped the 
meeting would not last too long It would be awkward going 
out before the end with all these people between her and the 
door, but she must not be home more than three-quarters of an 
hour late at the most She moistened her lips, cocked her head 
on one side and fixed a bright, dutiful gaze on the platform, 
trying to be interested 

Whenever the Chairman looked like winding up the subject 
of income tax, the pale man with the goitrous neck, who had 
raised the question at the last meeting, quickly resuscitated it 
with a further quibble He and Mr Wheelwright stood and 
talked at each other boringly across the rows of heads There 
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seemed no reason why eithei of them should ever stop, 
modest man, who was the Union Sect clary, was paying 
attention, like a pupil m the front row undei the teacher's 
the twinkling man was thinking his own thoughts, the fat j 
who was the Union Treasurer and should have been attorn 
was half asleep, and the pugnacious young man was ge 
impatient at having to keep quiet for so long 

However, when Mi Wheelwright and the income tax < 
stopped talking at last and sat down rather sour with « 
other, he was on his feet in a moment, combing back his 
with knobbly fingers. 

‘Bi others and sisters all * ’ He had a good platform v 
4 Just a few minutes of your time, if you please! I’ve got s 
thing to say to you You may not like it, but you’re going t 
it’ He threw back his head and bieathcd sound at t 
through distended nostnls 

Freda leaned forward. This was what she had come for 
young man was the mouthpiece of all her convictions ; it s* 
her to hear him talk. If she had not sublimated her sex long 
m movements and enthusiasm, she might have been in 
with him Perhaps she was She had once had a very alan 
dream about going swimming with him* most disquietm 
view of what Havelock Ellis said about water in dreams 
‘I’m speaking to you today,’ her god was saying, ‘as a m 
her of the Production Committee of Canning Kyles Noto 
all know what this Production Committee is, don’t you 7 I 
Committee formed as a common meeting giound between 
workers and the Management to give every one of you - 
paused to rake them with his eyes - ‘every one of you 
chance to speed up Production. If you have any ideas a 
how you could do your job quicker, or more efficiently, ’ 
metal could be saved or a bottleneck cleared up — anything 
that - all you have to do is to tell the representative of 
shop, and that idea of yours will get as much consideration 
the Management — we’ve got ’em where we want ’em this ti 
I m telling you that — as if it came from the Mnnagmg Dire 1 
himself.’ People fidgeted They knew all this They had b 
sated with speeches and notices and pamphlets at the time w 
the Production Committee was being formed 

But you know all that,’ said the young man impatiently, ~ 
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he had read their thoughts ‘“Don’t come at us with all tlus 
pep talk,” you say “We know ” That’s just the point I might 
have forgiven you if you didn’t know, but you do know 
You’ve grumbled enough, God knows, about the way this fac- 
tory’s run, and now you’ve got the chance to have a say in the 
running of it, and you know you’ve got that chance -* His 
voice was rising - ‘You know you’ve got that chance, I say, 
and what have you done about it?’ His voice was so accusing 
that even those who didn t know what he was talking about 
tried to look innocent ‘What have you done about it 9 ’ He shot 
out a pointing finger on the end of a long arm ‘You, and you, 
and you?’ He swung his arm round his audience, who cleared 
their throats and looked righteously at their neighbours ‘ Yes, 
and you, sir 1 ’ The arm spotlighted a heavy man in creaking 
shoes, who was sneaking out to catch his train ‘You who are 
so keen to get back to your bloody tea ' ’ Laughter, dying away 
uneasily as the young man swung back on them with that great 
knuckled forefinger ‘I’ll tell you what you’ve done ' ’ he roared, 
and even the creaking man, who had been pretending not to 
hear, was held m the doorway by that dramatic pause 

‘I’ll tell you what you’ve done, you fine patriots - oh, you 
great-hearted British workers You’ve done absolutely, God 
- damn - all - bloody nothing ’ He dropped the words on to 
them with nods of his untidy head ‘Three months this Com- 
mittee’s been going and so far we’ve not had a single suggestion 
or lunt of co-operation from any one of you We’ve had com- 
plaints of course - you’ll always get those - that’s the only 
way we know you’re still alive ’ 

A spotty youth, with lips that looked as if they were turned 
inside out, jumped up and said ‘All right, then, but what’s the 
Production Committee done 7 We elected you to - what d’you 
call it 7 - to whatsitsname Production and 1-1-look what’s hap- 
pened ’ He was not a very fluent speaker ‘The output last week 
was lower than it’s been for months We know that by our pay 
packets ’ 

‘Thanks, Brother Colhster,’ said the man on the platform 
smiling triumphantly ‘You’ve asked my question for me 
What’s the Production Committee done 7 You’re the Production 
Committee! We’re only your mouthpieces If there’s been a 
drop in Production, it’s your fault ’ 
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‘Here, ’alt a mo,’ said Brother Collision ‘I don't see what 
got to do with me. I’m only in the Main romance Dep.irtm 
I’ve got nothing to do witli Production — fixing the plumb 
and doing the lights and such. It’s higher you’ve got^ to Ic 
We’re doing our jobs and we’re being let down, that's wh 
say. I’ve said that all along We’re doing our jobs, I've 
can’t do more . . . fixing the plumbing . . . fifty-seven i 
boxes . . He became incoherent. His saliva glands seem 
work m conjunction with his vocal chords, so that the mo»- 
talked, the wetter and more unintelligible he became. 

‘What’s yonr worry then?’ asked the young*" man on 
platform. ‘If you’re satisfied you can’t do more at your < 
job, what’s the trouble?’ 

‘I’ll tell you what the trouble is,’ said Brother Cohister, \ 
ing his mouth on the back of his hand and swallowing, 
know Production’s gone down because of our pay pac^ 
Ever since this what-d’you-call-it - P-Production Commi 
started, we’ve been taking less money, that’s what.’ 

‘Ah, I thought so 1 ’ The speaker put his hands in his ov • 
pockets and added tnumphantly: ‘That’s the only thing 
brings some of you up here, isn’t it? Your pay packets!’ 
pronounced the words as if he wouldn’t be found dead ' 
such a thing on him ‘You haven’t got the guts or the coin 
of your own convictions to try and get this factory gom 
out, hut as soon as your miserable little wages are affected 
you come running with: “It’s all the fault of the Commits 
He squealed it m his nose. ‘I tell you we’ve done onr 
We’ve had meeting after meeting with the Management, 
every time they’ve had the laugh on us because they kno 
haven’t any backing from the workers ’ 

‘Well, how about electing a new Committee and see \ 
they could do?’ suggested a diffident voice which had not 
the confidence to get to its feet 

‘I’d like to see them do any better without co-operation,’ 
the young man on the platform, his hair all over the plac 
don t care who you elect I don’t care if you put Jesus 
on the Committee. He couldn’t do anything without 
operation He passed his hand over his face and gave a ti« 
his collar The spotty youth, who had been crouching, * 
ting and half on his feet ready to protest at he knew not • < 
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what, wiped his mouth and prepared to speak again He knew 
something was wrong somewhere but he couldn’t put his finger 
on it, noi find the words to say what he wanted to say That 
was the trouble, arguing against these fellows, they got you 
down every time by the gift of the gab 

‘And look here, all of you,’ the other was saying ‘I’ll lesign 
with pleasure if you like The sooner the better I’m just about 
sick of toadying round the Management, and sweating my guts 
out for a lousy lot of bastards like you ’ He sat down amid 
general and comfortable laughter His audience enjoyed being 
abused It always got a laugh, and as for him resigning, well, 
everyone knew old Jack Spiller would never lesign That was 
only his joke Good old Jack , he certainly put some life into the 
meetings Pretty good speech on the whole He’s quite right 
about production Someone should see about it, but what can 
/do 9 I’m a ciaftsman, that’s me, I like to work with my hands 
In any case, everyone knows this is the worst-run aircraft factory 
in England 

Men and women were saying tins in every factory in the 
country It is the creed of the factory worker - or rather, his 
motto A truism in which nobody believes can hardly be called 
a creed 

The Chairman had thanked Brother Spiller for his oratory 
and said that although he himself was not a member of the 
Production Committee, he was sure, etc , etc , everyone would 
do his utmost, etc , etc , these things took time, but where the 
cause was just and, the heart was right, no matter how great the 
difficulties, like David over Goliath we should prevail He had 
lifted this last sentence from a speech he had recently made at a 
Lodge dinner and it evoked a certain amount of applause A few 
people stamped their feet soberly and the modest man clapped 
lus hands softly as if he had gloves on and made a judicial little 
purse of lus mouth 

Freda had relaxed now and was making mental notes to 
tell the girls when she got home She shared a flat with two 
friends, one of whom was a Council School teacher and the 
other an induslual chemist They were all confirmed meeting- 
goers, and went to the land of lectures advertised in the New 
Statesman and Nation as other people go to the cinema - for 
pleasute 
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Reeme, who had been listening slow-eyed and wonder! 
turned to Paddy. ‘Good, isn’t it?’ she said. 

‘What is?’ said Paddy. 

‘Well, I don’t know - Production and that. It’s just what 
hubby always says, “We could wm the war if we had ra 
planes than the Jerries,” he says ’ 

‘Well, fancy that,’ said Paddy. ‘Cigarette?’ She lit one 
Pveenie, who smoked it hanging on her lower lip as her me 
would never stay shut, and offered one to Wendy on her o 
side 

‘Oh, no, thank you,’ whispered Wendy. ‘I don’t sm< 
D’you know what the time is?’ 

‘ Must be getting on for a quarter to.’ 

‘Oh dear.’ Wendy fidgeted with her bag and gloves 
looked along the barrier of knees between her and the gan 0 
‘I shall have to go m a minute ’ 

‘I’ll come with you,’ said Paddy. ‘Let’s just hear tins nc> 
though , it’s sometimes quite amusing.’ 

The meeting had now reached the time for nuscelian 
questions. ‘I now mvite any Brother or Sister who has a 
tion to ask, to submit same to the Chair,’ said Mr Wheelw 
and sitting down with a bounce, spread his knees, lean 
elbows on the table and smiled encouragingly 

At least six people had popped up like celluloid dc 
different parts of the Canteen. One was an elderly f 
labourer from the Inspection Shop She wore a pot hat 
long dirty coat of enormous checks over her black ovem- 
she was waving a cracked and bulging patent-leather -> 
to attract attention. Mr Wheelwright nodded at her 
‘I think our Sister there was the first up,’ he said. *Y 
‘Well, it’s like this, Mr Chairman,’ she said, suddenly r* 
at finding so many people listening to her ‘What I w 
know is when are you going to start a Day Nuisery a bit 
the factory, that s what I’d like to know.’ A lot of peop 

peared to want to know too and agreed audibly wi 
request 

The Chairman raised his hand ‘Quiet please, and 
Sister a chance to finish You’re not satisfied, then, wi 
existing arrangements?’ 

That I’m bloody well not ’ The pot hat shook and t 
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below it grew red ‘Look here, Mr Chairman, how would you 
hke to get up before five and get breakfast for your man and 
three kids and then go two miles out of your way to take two 
of them to the Day Nursery and then as hke as not with the 
buses what they are be late m here into the bargain’’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ the Chairman nodded understanding^, hke a 
priest in the confessional 

‘Not to mention,’ continued the agitated pot hat, ‘having to 
do them same two miles out of your way on top of a day’s work, 
to fetch the kids and they so tired by that time they can’t hardly 
keep awake, let alone walk ’ Some of the women made the 
cooing sounds that they made at the cmema when a dog came 
on to the screen 

‘Excuse me, Mr Chairman ’ The fat man behind the table 
leant forward ‘What’s your suggestion then, Sister’’ 

‘Well, what I say is, and there’s a lot of others say it with me, 
I know She paused for murmurs of corroboration which 
came even before what she said was made plain ‘What I say 
is, there ought to he a Nursery right here in the factory, and so 
I hope to see before we’re all in our graves, what with one 
thing and another ’ The pot hat disappeared suddenly as she sat 
down and tried to recover from the shock of finding that she had 
actually said what she had been boiling up to say for weeks 
All this time, the modest man had been taking notes hke 
mad, hunched in his chair with his scribbling block on his knee 
Each winter he promised himself to learn shorthand by corres- 
pondence m tbe long evenings, but each spring came round 
without his having done a thing about it 
‘Thank you, Sister,’ said the Chairman, addressing the spot 
where the pot hat had disappeared 
‘Regardin’ the question of the smell of drams in the Redun- 
dant Stores A little bald man with a big nose and sad eyes, 
darted from his seat into the gangway 
‘Half a minute, Brother ’ The Chairman flapped him down 
with his hand ‘Wc haven’t yet finished with the question in 
vogue I think we’re all aware of the difficulties our Sister has 
spoken of I can assure all you ladies’ - he distributed a de- 
bonair smile over his audience - ‘we all appreciate how hard it 
is for some of you to manage m these days As a matter of fact, 
ivc’vc been looking into this question of Day Nurseries for 
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some time, and I think now, that the time has come A 
girl from the Machine Shop with untidy flaxen hair and a l 
Country voice jumped up. 

‘The time ’as come, Mr Chairman, for less talk and mor 
We don’t want any more promises. We want to know 
you’re going to do about it!’ she shouted, edged on fc 
mates, who tugged at her coat and said : ‘ Give it ’im. Win 
‘That’s right, tell ’im straight.’ 

‘Sit down, Sister Bellamy, you’re out of order,’ sai 
Chairman unruffled ‘I was just going to say,’ he went on, 
the time has come to negotiate for a definite decision ’ 
‘I’ll say the time has come,’ said Sister Bellamy, stan* 
ground challengingly 

‘That being the case, Brothers and Sisters, I suggest 
resolution be moved If our Sister - where is she?’ He se" 
for the pot hat, who was pushed to her feet, tongue-tie 
that she had had her say. * Do you formally propose this 
Sister, eh -’ 

‘Billings,’ said someone for her. He repeated his questi 
she nodded and sank out of sight again. 

‘I second that,’ said the North Country girl and a ma 
plum-coloured overcoat together. Mr Wheelwright nodi 
wards the man ‘Thank you What’s the name 9 ’ 

‘Brother Vernon,’ he said, and lifting the skirts of the 
coloured coat sat down again, satisfied with his bid f* 
toriety 

‘Regardin’ the bad smell m the Redundant Stores -’ 
the little bald man again, but five others were on th 
thrusting up their arms like schoolchildren One of th-' 
waving something on the end of his arm, a brown pap 
which caught the Chairman’s eye He nodded at the 
looking man who was waving it ‘ Go ahead, Brother ’ 

‘It isn’t ’ealthy, Mr Chairman, it isn’t right,’ said . 
man, who was short-sighted, and thought he meant hi 
‘Excuse me, Brother, I’m on my feet,’ said the sour 
the other, who was also slightly deaf, was still pipin 
about typhoid Tie Chairman played them both with his 
hhc a cricket captain arranging his field and also subd. 

Importunate woman who was trying to hark back t« 
Nurseries 
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‘I shan’t keep you long, Mr Chairman,’ growled the man 
with the paper bag, as soon as he had the floor ‘I’m a plain- 
speaking man and I say what I mean without wasting time, 
unlike some I could mention What I want to know is, are the 
Shop Stewards aware that the food m the canteen is disgusting, 
inadequate and not fit for ’uman consumption and that the 
price charged for it may be called, m plain words, profiteering?’ 
Murmurs broke out This was interesting Some of the mui- 
murs were approving and Wendy wondered whether perhaps 
she was wrong in thinking the canteen lunches good 
The little twinkling man at the end of the platform spoke for 
the first time ‘Any special complaint, Brother’’ 

‘Yes The meat last Friday was almost raw and I wouldn’t 
have given the jam tarts to my pigs ’ 

'‘Just a minute There was jam in the tart, wasn’t there’’ 

The sour man grunted 

‘And the meat was meat’ Both rationed food, I may remind 
you, that you were getting apart from your home ration That’s 
a point to consider, Brother ’ 

‘It’s not the point The point is that the canteen is making a 
profit out of selling inferior food Look ’ere 1 ’ He waved the 
paper bag ‘What about this cheese roll? Threepence it cost me 
off the trolley this morning and what’s inside it’’ He had pulled 
out the roll and holding it above his head in both hands, he 
opened it dramatically ‘ Look 1 ’ 

‘What at’’ asked the twinkling man, peering 
‘What at’ All, there you arc You can’t even see the bloody 
bit of cheese, let alone taste it ’ A roar of laughter broke out and 
split up into arguments and promiscuous conunent Someone 
from the side wall told the sour man where he could put the 
roll if he didn’t like it, and was sternly reminded from the plat- 
form that there were ladies present 

‘Twenty years,’ a hot red man was saying, ‘twenty years be- 
fore I come here I been in the catering trade and I want to say 
that I agree with Brother Williams I could sell those rolls at a 
penny each and still make a profit ’ 

‘Blimey,’ said the side wall, ‘you must have been pretty 
canny with the cheese, mate ’ 

‘Now look here,’ said the caterer, ‘I’ve not come here to be 
spoken to like that 
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‘If you don’t like it,’ chanted the side wall, ‘you 
what 

‘Order, order.’ Mr Wheelwright was slapping the tab! 
the flat of his hand. ‘You’re all out of order. All remarks 
be addressed to the Chair, please 

‘About the bad smell m the Redundant Stores,' shrill' 
bald man, but the caterer’s voice was louder 

‘Mr Chairman, I protest against the remark made fc 
Brother over by the wall As a Union Member, I’m enti 
an apology.’ 

‘Sit down,’ people told him, ‘you make us tired.’ 

‘I shall not sit down,’ he said, crimson in the face, ‘unti 
an-’ 

‘And m the meantime,’ said the sour man, who 
holding the roll before him like a sceptie, ‘what about 
bloody cheese rolls? Are we or aren’t we to go on being rc 
What are the Shop Stewards going to do about it?’ 

‘I’m going,’ said Paddy, getting up. ‘I can’t stand any 
of this Coming, Wendy'?’ 

Mr and Mrs Holt had had Wendy very late in lif 
doctor had taken a pessimistic view of Mrs Holt expecti 
first baby at the age of forty-three ‘A great pity,’ he ha< 
tut-tuttmg through his stained moustache at the pros 
mother’s worn frailty ‘You should never have taken th 
I wonder your husband -’ 

Mrs Holt did not tell him that it would have been as m 
her or anyone else’s life was worth to dictate to Mr 
these or any other matters, and in any case, her heart w 
mg with joy at the fulfilment of her twenty-year-old dm 
■ The doctor, who prepared Mrs Holt for the ordeal 
confinement by making no bones about his doubts + ' 
would come through it, was only partially justified Th 
was little and colourless and ran the gamut of every ’ 
disease on its way to adolescence. Mrs Holt was left 
heart that occasionally seemed to tip over and beat 
quick time, leaving her gasping and speechless until sh 
get at her pills, and sometimes long after that. As for h * 
his nerves, which had always jangled at noises and distur 
were red-hot wires every time the baby cried. 
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Mrs Holt’s life became a struggle to keep the noises of child- 
hood from him, but it was impossible in such a tiny house, 
although she, and eventually Wendy, were turned into mice on 
tenterhooks ‘not to disturb your father’ By the time Wendy 
had crept into her teens, his nerves were screaming, and he 
with them, every time a car backfired or he read something 
upsetting in the newspaper 

He was screaming now, and banging something, as Wendy 
hurried into the house She closed the door softly behind her, 
wiped her shoes, put her umbrella in the stand and hung up 
her hat and coat before she went into the sitting-room to see 
what was wrong No sense in going in with her outdoors things 
on, it only made him worse He thought you were going to die 
of pneumonia if you didn’t put on a coat every time you went 
out and take it off immediately you came in Even if you only 
just popped out without a coat to post a letter, he would yell at 
you from a window, and although the neighbours must be 
used to him by now, it wasn’t very pleasant 

Her mother came out into the hall, her little monkey face 
screwed up to say Hush At sixty-five she was an old lady She 
wore shawls and long black old-fashioned dresses, with a locket 
on a chain hanging right down her front and tucked through 
her belt In the street she wore button boots and a high archaic 
hat balanced on her puffed grey hair For reading and sewing, 
she had gold-nmmed spectacles with half-lenses which she wore 
either right at the end of her nose, which still didn’t make them 
very far away from her eyes, or hanging in a little leather bag 
from her waist 

‘Is he upset because I’m late?’ asked Wendy ‘I did say I 
would be ’ 

‘He was at first,’ said her mother, ‘but it’s his potatoes now 
He says they’re waxy ’ 

‘But they always are this time of year, aren’t they 7 ’ 

‘Yes, but he says the shops sell nice ones to everyone but me 
Oh dear, I -wish I’d baked them, but I didn’t like to use the oven 
just for that ’ 

‘What about - you know - what we planned this morning?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know, dear I haven’t asked lum yet We’d better 
wait and see how he goes on Perhaps it would be better to leave 
it for tonight and go another evening when he’s not upset ’ 
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‘But the picture will be off then * 

‘Oh, dear - well, I don't know 

They were talking in whispers, with one car on the me 
thumping that came from behind the sitting-room door. 

Wendy gave hei mother a quick kiss and went in Her 
was leaning back in his chair, banging on the tabic 
spoon At sight of her, his untidy eyebrows shot to the 
his long narrow head and he rocked his chair forward 
crash. ‘Aha 1 ’ The eyebrows came dov.n again; the 1 
grew forward and the right one hung down at the 
almost into his eye. ‘So you’re home at last? If you’d slay 
instead of rushing about with tlus ridiculous nonsense 
work, I might get some comfort m my own house. Th> 
God knows your mother has as much idea of housekeei 
a - as a He clawed the air for words. 

‘It’s all right, father * Wendy bustled round him, strm 
ing the tablecloth, patting Iris shoulder ‘Look, I'll mal 
some toast, shall I, instead of the potatoes 9 It’s much 
really ’ 

He liked toast. He smacked his lips, but growled som 
‘What’s that 9 Oh, your teeth! I’ll get them. You drip 
tea and you shall have hot buttered toast with your seco* 
I shan’t be a minute ’ She flew upstairs. 

While the bread was toasting, Wendy washed her h 
the little scullery off the kitchen The sculleiy was scarce! 
than a cupboard with a sink fitted across and a windc 
up, heavily barred, although it was too narrow to 
a hipless small boy The kitchen was not much bigger. S 
m the middle of it you could reach stove, stoie cupboard, 
bin, saucepans, and the hinged shelf that did duty for 
without moving your feet There was no back door , the 
looked on to the railwaymen’s allotment strip and 
of electric trams shuttling through the cutting below the > 
slope 

Wendy washed her hands meticulously ; she Could n 
to leave a speck of the factory dirt, although they w< 
just as dirty again within five minutes of her arrival tc • 
The oily dirt always lodged m that old sciewdriver 
scrubbed away at it like Lady Macbeth, continuous 1 
Pmg into the kitchen to watch the toast, which was no 
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her father if it was a shade darker than the exact golden- 
brown ' 

When it was buttered, she covered it with another plate and 
opened the oven door to get her own food, which her mother 
always kept hot for her, as Mr Holt would not wait for his tea 
until Wendy got home The gas was out and the shepherd’s pie 
congealing on the plate 

‘You never kept my food hot. Mother,’ she said, more as 
conversation than reproach as she sat down to it at the sitting- 
room table It wasn’t very nice but she was hungry 
‘But Wendy, I did, dear I put it in the oven ’ 

‘I turned out the gas,’ said Mr Holt complacently, his teeth 
shifting up and down on the toast ‘I never saw such wicked 
waste If she is late for meals, she must expect to find her food 
cold, I say ’ 

‘But, Dad, you know I can’t get back earlier ’ 

‘Perhaps,’ ventured Mrs Holt, whom forty years of marriage 
seemed sometimes to have taught no prudence, ‘it would be 
better if we waited until Wendy got back -’ Dark-blue veins 
knotted and swelled in her husband’s head and his Adam’s apple 
bolted up and down his throat Quickly, before he could 
swallow lus mouthful and speak, Wendy changed the subject 
with ‘How’s the toast, Dad 7 ’ 

He was understood to mutter that it was all right, and passed 
lus cup for more tea He ate in silence, lus eyebrows working 
with his jaws, while Wendy and Mrs Holt whispered together 
at the other end of the table 

‘All right, ask him then, Wendy, but I really think it would 
be better to stay in tonight We can go next week ’ 

‘But the picture won’t be on next week Dad 1 ’ she cleared her 
throat and spoke louder ‘Dad, you wouldn’t mind if Mother 
and I just popped round to the Odeon for an hour, would you 7 ’ 
Pic snorted a little cascade of toast crumbs on to the tablecloth 
‘And what am I supposed to do meanwhile, eh 7 ’ 

‘Well, you know you’re supposed to go to bed early I’ll 
make you ever so comfortable with a hot bottle and your big 
cushion and the paper You wouldn’t even need us if we did 
stay in, and you’ve got Lassie to keep you company ’ Lassie 
was a grotesque, naked mongrel, with starting eyes and a rat 
tail, who long ago had decided it was politic to suck up to Mr 
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Holt. She sat by his chair now, sickcnmgly attentive, wh 
dropped titbits carefully into her mouth from time to 
She was the least attractive, but the favoui itc of his thicc r> 
What affection theic was in his nature exhausted itself oj 
‘W ell, can we 9 ’ pursued Wendy eagerly. He had not sai 
‘Since you evidently don't mind leaving me at the mci 
housebreakers and murderers . ’ There was a lot more , 

strain, but he had not said no. Wendy cleared the table qr 
They could wash up when they got back She urged her 
to bed, helping him up the stairs, foi his joints were silt 
with rheumatism He was maddeningly slow getting to be 
they would miss the beginning of the picture, but at las 
were in the hall, and Mrs Holt had lowered on to her ha 
hat that would have to be unseated again m the cinema if 
was a troublesome film-goer behind Wendy wore a blue 
hood They were both excited at the expedition. 

She turned out the hall light and opened the front 
‘Got your torch, Wendy?’ said her mothei, holding on 
arm ‘It’s pitchy dark ’ As they stepped outside, a shout 
them both jump and turn round to look up the black sta' 
Wendy shone her torch, and there in the wavering sp 
stood the furious, pyjamaed figuie, menacingly fore-shoi 
his hair on end, Lassie staring from the crook of one ai 
other pointing at them like the finger of j'udgement 
‘Where are you going 9 ’ 

Wendy stepped back inside the hall. ‘You said you wc 
mind if we went to the cinema ’ 

‘ I nevei said anything of the kind ! How dare you go 
leave me - a poor defenceless cripple? As God is m His 
I tell you, you’ll be punished for this’ You never think c 
thing but your own wicked, selfish amusement — the pair < 
are no better than -’ 

‘Oh dear ’ Wendy shut the front door and switched 
hall light He was m foi one of his attacks She squccl 
mother’s arm ‘Never mind. Mother, we’ll go next week 
went wearily upstairs towards the shouting, stamping ■ 
and Mrs Holt took the pins out of her hat and lifted it 
off her hair 
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CHAPTER 4 


The first time Edward heard one of the girls say ‘What’s the 
good of ashing him 9 He won’t know what the limit is on that 
bearing ht pretended not to mind Why should he know what 
the limit was 9 He couldn’t learn everything at once A few days 
later, when he heard one of them say ‘He’s about as much use 
as a charge hand as my Aunt Fannj I wish we had Tommy 
Presscr back,’ he told himself that it was ridiculous to care 
what a shrew like Ivy Carter said 

He would not have cared if she had not voiced his own 
opinion of himself Every day in the Inspection Shop was 
strengthening his conviction that he was not and never would 
be any use as a charge hand, they should never have given him 
the job The responsibility of it weighed on him like a thunder- 
storm It was all very well for the girls, when they came up 
against something dubious, they simply slung it at him with 
‘Take a look at this, Ed,’ and shifted the responsibility for a 
subsequent mistake on to him 

And there were mistakes The AID, the body of technical 
purists installed by the Air Ministry in all aircraft factories to 
supervise the work and drive the foremen demented by their 
preoccupation with quality rather than quantity at the expense 
of the Output Bonus, had jumped on Edward several times He 
got a persecution mania about Mr Rutherford, who brushed his 
hair up at the sides like a devil, and seemed always to be hover- 
ing over the engines that Edward’s bench had inspected, beckon- 
ing him over with malevolent glee if he found anything wrong 

There was so much to learn Edwaid knew some of the units 
thoroughly, but others only sketchily He spent hours poring 
ovei blue-prints and modification sheets and littered the table 
at night with text-books when Connie wanted to cut out a 
blouse, but there were certain things which he could never 
know until he came up against them in practice Bob Condor 
was no help to him Stimulated from above, he was having one 
of his periodic production drives, which involved rushing agit- 
atedly about the shop all day, with a don’t-bother-me-I’m-busy 
attitude to every question 
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Edward could go for advice to .lack Daniels the char 
on lire other bench, but after he heard T\> My: ‘Look 
Eddie, i mining to Mother We might ns veil save time 
Jack ourselves,’ he became beh-conscious about going n 
would stroll acioss. pretending to be going for a light 
gear concealed in lus hand, but be fell their iaughtc- 
back It was not onl> Ivy who despised him With the 
exception of the rabbil-gul, who never took her eyes 
woik, lie felt that they were all watching him to see 
would shape, resenting him as an interloping fitter 
He saw with envy the way Jack Daniels’s girls treat* 
hanging round him with endearments and accepting h 
as law, instead of going and asking somebody else afie 
like Edward’s girls. Dinah was nice to him, but then _ 
nice to everyone The others were seldom more than p 
that. His nervousness of them made him call them Tv 
and-so, which they thought silly, and his carefully thou 
jocularities turned to ashes in his mouth. 

He should never have been given the job He would p 
lose it soon, with the unfavourable reports of him that 
going through Worry made him moody and the fav, 
mained with him when he left it at night He no longer * 
his walks to and fiom work, the very air seemed to h 
its freshness and his legs were tired fiom scuttlm w 
the shop. 

‘You look tired, dear,’ Ruth Lipmann said to him . 
went m for some pickles ‘Doesn’t he, Ma 9 ’ she yell 
the shop full of people. Everyone turned to look at h 
Mrs Greemng made sympathetic gurglings m her 
Mrs Lipmann approached to inspect him with her ham 
hips, swinging hei head from side to side disappr* 
‘Working too bard,’ she said. ‘You were my boy, I shou 
you take a rest ’ 

‘How could he, Ma,’ shouted Ruth, ‘working in a 
He’s on essential work Going to have the gherkins, 
the mixed 9 ’ 

‘ Ach, this war,’ said a very old refugee, with a moust" 
no teeth, from the bench under the sausages, ‘ the old o 
ho nothing and the young ones must do too much It 
sad ’ Everyone said how sad it was and Edward 1«fY t 
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feeling momentarily a hero and ten years younger than thirty- 
five, instead of ten years older, as he had for weeks Care soon 
returned, however, as he remembered that tomorrow was 
Friday, and time for lus weekly talk with the Department 
Manager Ne\t time he walked down Church Avenue, he might 
be a charge hand no longer Well, he wouldn’t be sorry, but 
how' could Connie take the stmllei pay paclet again 9 
Even Ins pleasure m his rabbits was tainted oy the thought of 
having to go to work next day lie could not whole-heartedly 
enjoy Quccnic’s litter, who were promising superbly, and even 
Backyard Bt ceding had lost some of its potency lie no longer 
snatched it out of his pocket at every odd moment on Thursday 
There had been no odd moments today, anyway’, with his bench 
two engines behind and a girl short, with Paddy King away ill, 
and Mr Gurley, the Department Manager, incessantly shooting 
up the little window between lus office and the Inspection Shop 
to shout about Production Even at tea-time, when everyone 
else was sitting down, Edward had to run about the Fitting 
Shop v ith a half-eaten bun in his hand trying to locate, before 
the A I D did, an engine that he had passed through without a 
new modification on the whcclcasc 

No chance to read that evening cither, as it was Thursday 
The card players had taken to having their meal earlier with 
him, as Dorothy got so hungry these days ‘Just like me when 
I was carrying her,’ droned Mrs Munroc ‘Eat, cat, eat, you 
couldn’t satisfy me, especially being wartime But with Connie 
now, that was different - remember, John? I could hardly keep 
a thing down ’ She sighed ‘It was a very trying time ’ 

‘1 m sure I’m very sorry. Mother,’ said Connie, ‘if I caused 
you any inconvenience ’ Don Derris guffawed and then broke 
off, seeing Connie’s face Had she meant it to be funny? 

The chief topic of conversation as usual was Edward’s new 
job His reluctance to talk about it had stimulated their interest, 
which would otherwise have been negligible Dorothy wanted to 
know what the girls looked like and whether they had to tie 
up their hair, Don just wanted to know about the girls, Mr 
Munroe wanted to know about the work, simply as an opening 
for his own engineering reminiscences of the time when he had 
been apprenticed to the Turnery , Mrs Munroe wanted to know 
what the snags of the job were Edward didn’t want to talk 
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about the factory. He wanted to try and forget about 1 
tomorrow morning. It was going to be hard enough next 
to make his demotion sound anything but ignominious 
more and more glum and monosyllabic and Connie cl 
play the loyal wife apologizing for him : Tm suic I don't 
what’s the matter with him He’s tired, I dare say And tl 
course, having this new position - he's in and out 
Manager’s office all day, you know - well, perhaps lie 
gotten how to talk to just ordinary people ’ 

4 Oh, for Heaven’s sake, Connie,’ Edward stood up su 
‘it isn’t that at all. You do say the silliest The express 
Mis Munroe’s face was like a hand on the volume con 
the wireless and his voice trailed away to a mutter as he 
up the tray and went out to the kitchen. What was 
with him 9 he wondered, still muttering as he tipped the 
into the sink. It wasn’t like him to flare up like that, nor i 
this insane desire to dash to the giound the vegetable di 
the two compartments that held too much for one peis* 
not enough for two. 

When he went back into the living-room the air was 
with what they had said about him. After tea, they playe« 
so he was unable to settle down to BacJcyat d Bi ceding * 
following evening. Mr Gurley had been at the Air h mi 
day so his weekly talk was postponed until tomorrow 1 
the advertisements for rabbits, Edward realized with 
that he had never done anything about that doe m 
although his increased pay quite justified it ‘There’s s * 
wrong with you, my lad,’ he thought. ‘This job’s ge 
your nerves.’ 

It was He woke m the middle of the mght to the s 
remembrance of having told Reeme provisionally that 
thou endftoat on the control shaft was passable, and of 
forgotten to look it up before- her report went through 
that was nothing to wake up about , he would put it ri 
morrow It showed what a state he was m, when the jo 
to prey on his subconscious Silly of him to forget that f 
his head was like a sieve these days Lying awake, Ree 
float kept coming round as the events of the day circnl 
lus brain If the A.I D caught him out again, they w 
sine to report him to Mr Gurley - if they hadn’t already. 1 * 
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he nad better make a no‘e to remind him m the morning then 
he might oe a b'e to stop thinking about it and get some sleep 
He listened for a moment to Connie's breathing Yes she was 
asleep all ngh*. Before the e\cuse of the Doctor’s veto she used 
sometimes to pretend to be asleep when sne sensed him turning 
towards her in the big bed bat he had a1wa\ s known when she 
was oretending. because she clicked in her nose when she was 
asleep 

The blackout was not up, so he couldn’t switch on the light 
but it was a clear nighfand four squares of moonlight ln\ on 
the carpet and across the peak of Connie’s long foot under the 
counterpane Cautiouslj, he swung his legs to the floor and 
crept barefoot to the chest of drawers where his watch and his 
monej lay with the oddments from his trouser pockets He took 
pencil and paper to the window, made his note and stood for 
a long time looking out at the unfamiliar beauty of Church 
Avenue The little bitty houses opposite were dignified chunks 
of blackness topped by shining roofs and chequered chimneys 
Their solid shadows filled the front gardens and ended in a sharp 
outline on the road which looked like white, untrodden sind 
Edw'ard had the idea of going out for a moonlight w'alk It 
might clear the muddled worry of his head, but he would ncvei 
get dressed without waking Connie Looking back at her lying 
uncomfortably, well on her side of the bed, sleeping com- 
petently to the measured click of her breathing, her hair 
pinned up under a thick hair-net, Edward felt a sudden surge of 
loneliness and misery rush to his eyes in a pricking of tears He 
had an impulse to make a noise so that she would wake and 
he could cry out ‘ Oh, Connie, I’m so unhappy ! ’ and m a luxury 
of tears, fling himself upon her to be cuddled and comfoitcd 
He longed with a physical ache for bare arms closing i onnd lus 
back, a soft, breatlung breast and long, heavy him that w'ould 
fall suffocatingly round lus face 
But of course, it wouldn’t be like that nt all The moment had 
passed and the tears receded without over reaching the surface 
of lus eyes Thank goodness he hadn’t acted on that impulse 
and done anything silly That’s what came of prowling about in 
the moonlight, it made you hysterical He tiptoed round to his 
_ side of the bed, holding lus bicnth as a boaid creaked, and 
carefully under the clothes, As he lifted (lie sheet to c " s 
c 6S 



shoulder, Connie muttered impatiently and turned, d* 
the sheet away with her. Edward didn't pull it back, 
the last person he wanted to wake and talk to him. He * 
still, with his eyes open. He wasn't going to go on like t 
was going to turn m the job. He hated it. 

The next day, he looked up the control shaft c 
retrieved Reenie’s report from the typing office, and p< 
a whirl by making her alter it with much sucking of pen 
smudging of a dirty rubber. She didn’t know what endfl 
and it was no use trying to explain to her, because ins 
listening, she would merely stare and repeat : * I’m sure 
know why they want to make it all so complicated.’ 

‘Ledward!’ shouted somebody, and Edward looked 
see Mr Rutherford beckoning from another bench. ‘ He 
explain to her, Dinah,’ he said. ‘What you want to dc 
Dinah, ‘give the poor girl a brainstorm? You leave h 
She’s done very nicely up to now without knowing w 
float was, haven’t you, dear?’ 

‘I should say,’ said Reeme stubbornly. 

He had covered that mistake, anyway, but Mr P 
had discovered another, so Edward might have saved 
his midnight worry. 

‘How long have you been on this job?’ asked the ol 
taking off his hom-rimmed spectacles m a way he ha* 
prosecuting Counsel 
‘Only two weeks.’ 

‘Must be damned hard to pick up at first, if you hav 
the experience,’ said Mr Rutherford, putting the spe 
again, so that his eyes dwindled behind the thick 
Damned hard for a fool like me, he means, thought 
moodily, watching him make for the Old Man’s office. 

At lunch-time, he ate overdone mutton, two hard jr 
a mound of cabbage, followed by steamed date p 
custard sauce, not because he was hungry, but becan 
was notlnng else to do until one o’clock He didn’t w 
down to the Sports Club Canteen and drink beer and 
round the dart board. He couldn’t remember having 
depressed' as this for years. He was tired too, from 1> 
awake He took the folded magazine out of his poc 
re-read Allan Colley on winter feeding. 

66 



How simple to be Allan Colley and to know where you were 
- at the top It must be very contenting to be sure that you 
knew enough to be able to lay down the law to other people 
Edward at the moment had gloomy doubts even about the 
Ledward Strain, which had seemed such a winner He was 
probably quite mistaken about the likelihood of size in Queenie’s 
family Who was he to judge 7 

At tea-time that afternoon he sat on a vacant stool next to 
Paddy King She was less off-hand than usual, and when he 
made a joke, she laughed as if she were really amused, and 
repeated it across the bench to Dinah, who laughed too 
Well, he could make them all laugh if they would give lum a 
chance He saw lumself for a mad moment as the wit of the 
bench with people repeating his latest bon mots Perhaps he’d 
give the job another chance before he told old Gurley he 
wanted to chuck it Perhaps they were going to accept him 
after all 

It was not Ivy this time, but Paddy whom he overheard 
saying ‘Honestly, as a charge hand, he’s a dead loss Who ever 
put him on this job must be a fifth columnist ’ 

Without thinking twice about it, Edward walked straight 
through the double doors on to the track and m agam at the 
next door which led to the passage between the glass offices Mr 
Gurley was sitting on the edge of his desk telephoning some- 
body called ‘ Cartwright Old Man ’ Edward waited, feeling sick 
‘Yes, Ledward, want me 7 ’ Mr Gurley was wiry and brisk, 
with a bony jutting forehead and a face full of energy He 
walked about the office, opening and shutting filing cabinets, 
picking up a damaged gear that was lying on his desk and 
playing with it while Edward talked 

‘So you see, Mr Gurley,’ he concluded, ‘I’d like to resign 
from the job before you ask me to I know as well as you I’m 
not making a go of it ’ 

‘My dear Ledward,’ said Mr Gurley, tossing the gear up and 
down with little flicks of lus wrist, ‘I never heard one man talk 
more rot m one minute than you What’s the idea? Don’t you 
like the job 7 Girls too fresh?’ He winked and began to roll the 
gear along the desk, snatching it up and rolling it again 

‘Oh no, but -’ said Edward, ‘but after what the AID have 
reported about me - and they’re quite right, I have made a lot 
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of mistakes - Well, I knew you’d be chucking me, so I th 
I’d save you the trouble ’ 

‘A I.D V said the Manager irritably. ‘What the devil a» 
talking about? As far as I know, they don't know you e> 
they did, you don’t suppose I care a damn for their opi 
And if you think we’ve got nothing better to do alt da" 
take down our back hair over people like you - well, Go« 
Russia, that’s all. Get out on the bench. You’re doing a 
job of work. Mistakes? Of com sc you make mistakes 
you’re new to the job. If Bob Condor wasn’t such a d 4 - 
have helped you a bit more.’ The telephone rang a 
stretched across the desk to pick up the receiver. ‘And 1 
he said, as Edward was going out of the door ‘ Get som 
out of those girls. Get them cracking ; that’s what I , 
there for.’ He tossed the telephone receiver and caug 
by his ear ‘ Gurley here. . . . Now look here, old man . . 

Edward went groggily back to the bench. He felt sti 
Had no one really noticed, then, what a mess he had m 
the job? Did they understand how difficult it was at the 
rung and expect him to make mistakes? Perhaps other 
had done the same. Perhaps even the girls’ beloved Tom 
had muddled his way to omniscience. He had imagi 
much that now seemed unfounded, perhaps he had a 1 
gerated the girls’ hostility. Not Ivy’s - she would be ho 
anyone - but perhaps the others had been just taking t 
out of him to see how he would stand it. 

Well, he’d show them. He straightened his should, 
made for the bench, fully prepared to bellow. ‘Come 
lazy women! This job 1 should have been done an hon. 

It was just as well that Dinah interrupted him as soo 
opened his mouth, because his voice had emerged sev 
higher than he intended 

‘Shut up, Ed,’ she said, ‘and come round here * She 
a bearing into his hand and goggled up at him while he 
at it Miraculously, he knew what to sav ‘ScraD it 5 1 
without hesitation 

‘Thanks, darling,’ she said, ‘J couldn’t make up 
about it. I say, can I have an early pass to go at five?’ 

‘No,’ Edward heard himself say. ‘You’ve got anot 
to do tonight ’ 
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‘Oh, but Edward, my old man’s coming home and I must get 
to the shops I’ll catch up in the morning ’ 

‘No,’ he said firmly 

‘Ed, you are a swme What’s wrong with you 7 Are you 
coming out of your shell or something 7 You used to be easy 
meat for an early pass I suppose if was too good to last ’ 

Care was rolling off Edward like a tangible weight His face 
lifted m an uncontrollable grin 

‘Ed ' ’ called Sheila across the bench ‘Ed 1 Let him go, Dinah, 
I want him ’ He strolled round to her She was really rather a 
sweet-looking little thing Why had he thought her so super- 
cilious 7 

‘Look,’ she pouted ‘I can’t get this nut undone If you 
can’t, we’ll have to get a fitter over ’ 

‘Give us a rag’ He grasped the nut and it turned sweetly, 
magically in lus hand 
‘Strong man, huh?’ said Sheila 


CHAPTER 5 

‘Where on earth is Edward 7 ’ said Paddy peevishly ‘He drives 
you mad hanging around you fiddling with studs, and then 
when you do want him, he’s disappeared ’ 

‘Ed-irarrfi’ Dinah sent a hoot into space They whistled for 
him sometimes, as if he were a dog, and once Dinah had put 
two fingers in her mouth and let out a piercing blast, winch 
brought Bob Condor bustling up with his pigeon-toed gait, one 
eye apprehensively on Mr Gurley’s open window, to ask her 
if she knew where she was 

‘Eddie 1 ’ she shouted on a rising note, which cracked into 
her morning smoker’s cough 

‘Never mind, Di,’ said Paddy ‘He’s deaf as a post anyway ’ 
She was cold The chill of her walk to work through a raw, 
drizzling morning was still on her, and the Shop was always 
colder on a Monday morning, after a Sunday free from breath- 
ing bodies 

They had not started the heating yet, although the weather 
had decided that the end of October was the beginning of 
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winter. People would keep leaving the double doors 
Twice Paddy had got up to shut them and each time a 1 
pliant labourer had opened them again immediately to 
in a trolley, righteous m the execution of his duty, 
was one of the astntest shirkers and managed to spend 
m undiscovered sleep behind the spnng-tcsting ma 
so that when he did happen to be working he made a 
show. 

‘ Mind your backs 1 ’ lie shouted hoarsely - the early m 
was death to his catarrh ~ deliberately steering his trollc> 
the gang-way where the girls were sitting 
'‘Mind your backs!’ chorused his two hcnchwome 
young and grubby m dungarees and the other older an 
bier m a long black overall and deielict shoes The' 
strained behind the high trolley, providing the motive 
while Charlie, as the master mind, pushed with one 
directing its course. 

‘Mmd your backs, darling’’ shouted the younger pi 
visible only as a straining blue behind and rounded ba 
head buried in a tray of sparking plugs. 

‘Oh, curse you,’ said Paddy, getting up and shoving 
under the bench, ‘why don’t you go down the other ga 
And you might shut the door, Charlie There’s a f 
draught ’ 

‘If you worked a bit harder, you wouldn’t feel no ui 
said Charlie "‘Mind your backs there!’ sharply, to Gr 
centrating so earnestly on an overheated valve that 
about to be run over. 

‘All very well for you,’ said Paddy, sitting down agai 
trolley passed her. ‘You’re moving about. We have to 
and shiver.’ 

‘Now look here, girl,’ said Charlie, abandoning the 
and coming back to frown at her censoriously from 
cap that never left his head all day and possibly all ni° r 
Condor he says to me, he says: “I want ten engines o~ 
the dismantling before dinner-time ” I’m rushed off 
it is, without playing nursemaid to you girls.’ Deep 
his throat began the preliminary gurglings and hawk 
brought a chorus from the bench: ‘No, Charles! Not 
Charlie - no!’ Unperturbed, he spat deliberately, p 
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middle of the gangway Someone threw a rag down on top of 
it and he ambled away after the disappearing trolley 
Would this war never end? thought Paddy ‘Oh, where is 
Edward 7 ’ she wailed ‘I don’t know what to do about this 
race ’ 

‘Let’s have a look,’ said Dinah 

‘No, thanks The last time you had a look, I got a black 
mark from the AID’ 

‘Consideung I taught you the wheelease 
‘Yes, just how badly I’ve since discovered Another black 
mark, that was, for a missing roller on the cam bevel, when you 
told me the gears always made “that funny noise” when they 
were dry ’ 

‘Well, damn me -’ 

‘Oh, shut it, you two,’ said Treda, her legs astride, swinging 
the heavy supercharger ovet as if it were made of cardboard 
‘ An> way, I think the whole system of black marks is grossly 
unfair I’m going to bring it up at the next T U meeting We’re 
all supposed to be working together for the war, so why should 
some people have the light to get us into trouble 7 We ought to 
be allowed to black mark them at any rate And if they fine us, 
as they talk of doing It ought to be exposed, you know 
There’s something radically wrong with the whole system ’ 
Freda was a Communist That is to say, she had been to two 
meetings in Trafalgar Square and had a small hammer and 
sickle pasted on the lid of her tool box 
‘Lend us your C-spanner, Comrade Freda,’ said Dinah ‘I 
can’t get this ring nut off ’ 

‘Coming over,’ said Freda ‘Here, you’ll never do it like that 
Let me do it for you ’ She struggled with the nut, her square 
hands knotted, her face going through red to purple 

‘Now look,’ said Jack Darnels, coming up with his pipe 
hanging out of the corner of lus face ‘ You don’t want to do 
that, you’ll hurt yourself You know you’re supposed to get a 
man to help you with anything tough ’ 

‘I can do it,’ muttered Freda, a gland swelling in her neck and 
her feet nearly leaving the ground with the intensity of her- 
effort Dinah leaned easily against the bench and watched her 
with enjoyment Jack, who was a good-natured man with a 
huge nose that turned sideways at right angles to his pipe, was 
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instinctively chivalrous towards anything m skirts. Freda 
pm-stripe trousers that did up m the front, but he couldn’* 
to see her struggling 

‘Don’t be an idiot,’ he said, taking the spanner away 
her when she slackened for a moment to draw breath. * 


mit, you’ve been making it tighter ’ He- grunted, flick 
wrist and the nut came off. Freda, panting on her 
glowered at him as he walked away ‘Damn you, Din h 
said, ‘you knew all the time it was a left-hand thread, 
didn’t you tell me?’ 

‘Did I, darling?’ said Dmah. ‘But you’re not very te 
you know, when you’re m an athletic mood.’ 

‘You know what you’ll do,’ said Reenie, ‘you’ll bring 
a rupture. My aunt did, pulling up a window. They had t 
it out for her at St Mary’s ’ 

‘Don’t be silly,’ said~Sheila, listening across the bench, 
don’t take out a rupture, you undo it or something ’ 

‘Oh, don’t you then?’ said Reeme. ‘Then what’s she g 
bottle on her bedroom mantelpiece, I’d like to know?’ 

‘ Oh, where is Edward,’ said Paddy, turning up the co 
her overall, as Charlie slid the doors even wider apart to 
a minute trolley with a load of rags. 

‘Can I help you?’ asked Madeleine, leaning over 
breathing down her neck She hated to see Paddy in a t 
She knew what it was to be so worried that sometim 
hardly knew what you were saying She herself had bee 
rude to Kitty yesterday, pretending not to hear her j 
chattering because it made her head ache. She had 


trate with remorse five minutes later and had had to 
she didn’t want a cake at tea so that the child could h 
only to find that Kitty didn’t even want one as she had b 
something from home. Which showed how much easi • 


to commit a wrong than right it. 

*1 want Edward too,’ she said sympathetically. ‘I’m 
about this Mod 229. 1 never seem to know if it should * 
not. It’s terribly confusing ’ 

‘w 11 1Sn ! t a bit ’’ said Paddy ’ who bad taught her the fuel 
-Honestly, Mad, I’ve explained it a million times ’ 

y °"! Ve b f!^ ery patlent > but I’ve got su” 
ry these days I had a wonderful head when I w 
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age though In the factory I was in the last War, I had it all 
at my finger-tips, you wouldn’t believe ’ 

It had all been so different in the Ordnance Factory Was it 
only because she was younger that the work had seemed easier 
and she had loved every day of it and had such fun 9 Nowadays, 
everything was so much more complicated and scientific, with 
people trying to teach you to read micrometers, and even the 
girls seemed to be different from what she and her contem- 
poraries had been They had never had these off-days and 
moods and complicated temperaments that had to be humouied 
They had grumbled, of course, but only m fun They had been 
such a jolly lot She remembered how they used to sing choruses 
while they worked 

She had suggested this one day and the girls had looked at 
her blankly 

‘Sing what 9 ’ Dinah had asked, breaking off the snatch of 
crooning that had reminded Madeleine of the old days in the 
cheerful Filling Shop 

‘Well, you know - choruses, dear We always used to m the 
last war, and a fine row we made too The foreman used to 
come and tell us to be quiet, he couldn’t hear the machines But 
we didn’t take much notice, I’m afraid We were regular terrors 
for mischief ’ 

But girls these days were funny If one did start to sing, as 
like as not another would start a different song m another key 
The rage was all for being different They even chopped and 
gathered and pleated their grey overalls to make them look un- 
alike At the Ordnance Factory, she remembered how proud 
they had been of looking like an army m their brown overalls 
and scarves She could see herself now, short and neat - not so 
_ fat m those days Funny, she hadn’t even met John then, and as 
for Martin, he wasn’t even thought of A thought struck her 
Life did go in cycles She was back again now where she had 
been more than twenty years ago, in a factory, with neither 
John nor Martin - well, as good as no Martin All that had 
happened m between had not led anywhere except round in a 
circle Perhaps she would go through another cycle of years as 
eventful - two years of John and twenty years of Martin - and 
still come round to a factory again at - let’s see - sixty-five 
slic'd be 
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‘Did you see that piece in the paper,’ she said chattily t< 
bench at laige, ‘about the Granny who works in a factox 
North? Worker of the Week, she was She made a reco 
turned out more screws on her machine than anyone ever 
before It said how she got a medal and the Queen stoppe< 
spoke to hei when she was going round the factory ’ 

‘Fat lot of good that did her,’ said Freda. 

‘I bet she was on piece work,’ said Dmah 
‘You gills always scoff at everything so,’ said Madelei 
know you don’t mean it, but 

‘That’s to disguise the fullness of oui hearts,’ said P 
‘Oh, Edward, where cue you?’ 

‘Tea up ! ’ shouted someone and everyone dropped wha 
were doing, grabbed their mugs and made a dash for t 
trolley being trundled down the gangway by Hilda fro 
canteen, m an overcoat and a crooked Nippy’s cap. Ch 1 
there first, with a mug the size of a small bucket. Wendy 
was last m the queue and there were no rolls left. She ha 
no breakfast, as there was only just enough bread for her 
so she took an enormous stale bun and retired to her 
holding both hands round her mug to revive her dead fb 
‘That settles it,’ said Dmah ‘Ed must be locked m the 
I’ve nevei known him miss his tea.’ 

Edward, however, was not locked m the Gents’. H 
locked m solemn conference with Dick Bennett in the 
Assembly Shop 

Edward leaned on the cylinder cover of the engine 
was assembling, while Dick fitted priming pipes on the o 
side Each engine was assembled by two men, workin 
team Dick’s mate, a leathery gnome called Joseph, 
fiddling jobs while Dick did the reaching and heavy 
Joseph was squatting out of sight at the moment, doing 
to the bottom of the supercharger. 

‘Advertise,’ Edward was saying ‘That’s what we’ve 
do There must be lots of breeders m Coins Park It’s 
question of bringing them together I wonder nobody 
°f starting a Club here before ’ 

You want to be careful who you get mixed up 
ick. We don’t want any of these crook dealers ’ He 
u>ge, slow man, who breathed heavily through his no 
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put down his words with the same weighty deliberation as his 
feet He was as keen as Edward about this Rabbit Club, but he 
had to raise objections from time to time to stop Edward going 
too fast 

‘The Pros won’t join,’ said Edward ‘Why should they’ They 
get their commercial bran ration, and they’ve already got their 
markets It’s the little fanciers we’re after Once we’ve got 
enough members to get registered with the B R C , we’ll get the 
bran and an assured price for the stock we sell for flesh ’ He 
spoke eagerly, jabbing at the cylinder cover with his forefinger 
Dick Bennett tightened a nut, wiped it with a rag, re-tightened 
it, wiped the spanner and applied it again with the whole force 
of his great shoulders until the crankcase rocked m its cradle 
and the nut creaked round another ten-thousandth of an inch 
Aircraftmen all over the world were in danger of rupture from 
undoing engines which Dick Bennett had assembled He ham- 
mered the lockwasher tight, wiped the nut again and spoke 
‘But look here, old man,’ he said ‘I don’t breed for flesh I 
breed for showing and to sell to breeders There’s twice the 
money m that as breeding for flesh Besides, people don’t like 
rabbit My missus can’t even cook it without she heaves ’ 
Edward leaned forward ‘You know what you’re doing’ 
You’re drowning Merchant Seamen And there’s lots of people 
like you,’ he went on quickly, before Dick’s chesty protest could 
reach his lips ‘That’s why every district ought to have a Domes- 
tic Club It benefits the fancier and saves shipping by increasing 
the meat supply ’ 

‘Here,’ said Dick, with sudden perspicacity, ‘what’ve you 
been reading?’ 

Edward pulled his folded copy of Backyard Bleeding out of 
his overall pocket, opened it on the cylinder cover and, folding 
it again in a well-worn crease, began to read while Dick pitted 
his strength against another tiny nut 

‘Your Wallop at Hitler ’ He looked up to see whether Dick 
were listening and met his face across the top of the engine, 
purple, with stanng eyeballs Dick grunted, relaxed, wiped his 
hand and stopped work to listen ‘Britain,’ continued Edward, 
has not enough feeding-stuff's to breed more cattle and sheep 
She must therefore find a substitute, and what will fill the bill 
better than the humble rabbit’ This country is still not rabbit 
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conscious It is the business of eveiy fancier to forswear self 
breeding and to play his part m this vital section of the Ho 
Front Keep a nucleus of your best stock for show-breeding 
that when the piping times of peace come once more you 
keep your place in the show ring, but meanwhile, join Dome' 
Rabbit Clubs and obtain foodstuffs which will provide you w 
bran on your pledge to sell half your stock for flesh It is y< 
duty for the honour of the Fancy ’ 

‘Who wrote that 7 ’ asked Dick 
‘Allan Colley 5 

‘Ah,’ said Dick, impressed Like all Flemish breeders, Ai 
Colley was his god. ‘Then there’s a poem,’ went on Edw 
‘“Sent to me,” he says, “by a reader from Woolbreedi 
Shall I read it?’ Dick nodded He was fond of poetry. 

‘I’ll starve them all out,’ said Hitler the Hun, 

With my U-boats and E-boats and eighty-eight gun 
So long live our Clubs and pay up our subs 
He’s forgotten Brer Rabbit and Bernard the Bun ’ 

Joseph’s head appeared under Dick’s left arm ‘ Can we « 
the job over?’ he said ‘I want to get at the top of the bl 
Other people turned the engine upside-down to get at 
bottom of it , Joseph had to have it upside-down to get a> 
top 

‘Stand away then, Ted,’ said Dick and swung the engine 
m its cradle as easily as if it were a toy. Joseph squatted < 
like a happy native He preferred squatting to standing, 
didn’t make him much taller anyway. After years of wor 1 1 
knee-level, he could recognize people by their trousers 
could say. ‘Morning, Mr Gurley,’ or ‘How’s the garden, 
without looking up. 

Dick,, Bennett, now presented with the underneath o 
crankcase, contemplated it for a few moments as if he had 
seen it before, and finally took the oil pressure pump fro 
trolley behind him and loweied it carefully on to its stu< 
‘You do see how important this Club is, don’t you? 
sisted Edward, putting Backyard Breeding back into his p 
Dick was looking for nuts on the trolley. He was ma^ 4 . 
difficult to rouse If Edward had not known that he was 
as enthusiastic as himself, he would have ceased trym to 


ago and gone ahead with plans for the Club on his own But he 
needed Dick’s technical knowledge, and there had to be two 
people to start it - one to be Treasurer and one Secretary Dick 
was going to be Treasurer because he had a head for figures , 
he kept his wife’s accounts for her down to the last halfpenny 
of bus fare in a series of red threepenny cash books There were 
two boxfuls of them dating back over the last ten years, and 
mountains of old bills threaded on wire m the cupboard under 
the stairs, all of which Dick refused to send for salvage, because 
you never knew 

Edward was to be Secretary of the Club, because he could 
write a bit Unknown to Connie, he had written a few short 
stones from time to time He received them back from the 
magazines to which he sent them with no surprise and put them 
carefully m a drawer until it was their turn to venture out again 
His favourite story, ‘The End of a Perfect Day’, had been 
travelling through the post at intervals for years He renovated 
it every so often when it was getting old-fashioned before send- 
ing it to the next paper on his list It was going now to wildly 
unsuitable trade papers in the North of Ireland and Parish 
Magazines in Lincolnshire It would soon be time to start again 
with the big Dailies 

Edward was to be Secretary of the Club, and when they had 
got some members, one of them would be made Secretary and 
Edward would become President If they ever got big enough to 
have a line or two in the ‘Domestic Club Doings’ of Backyard 
Bieedmg, that would be made a Presidential not a Secretarial 
duty His dreams were a long way ahead of Dick Bennett’s, 
which were still churning over the amount of the subscription 

Edward Was already planning a Club Show and had marked 
down the hall m which it would be held They would have a 
guest judge, someone like - well, not Allan Colley, of course, 
he wouldn’t look at a potty little show like theirs, but someone 
with a name in the Fancy, who "would make a speech which 
might be reported in Backyard Breeding even if the results of 
the classes were not 

Dick had found his nuts and was screwing them on to the 
studs by hand, preparatory to the straining process with the 
spanner 

‘I must get back to my section,’ said Edward, ‘or those girls 
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to see who it was It was too fat for Don, and had nc 
swaggering walk Edward cleared his throat. 

‘Excuse me,’ he said diffidently - he never knew whether * 
visits weie officially allowed - ‘excuse me, but could I pc 
speak to Corporal Denis, if he’s there 9 ’ 

‘ Sure,’ said the stout figure, ‘he’s inside. Hang on and I’ll 
him a shout ’ Edward had not yet thought what he was go 
say to Don. He would be sure to laugh at first, beca 
laughed at Edward’s own rabbits, but he might eventually 
to the idea out of boredom, especially if the business side 
were made clear The door of the hut opened and Don 
out, dropping casually down the steps and sauntering ov 
the barbed wire, kicking at the grass 

‘Hi, Ed,’ he said, facing him across the wne with his ha 
Ins pockets ‘You’ve heard the news then 9 ’ 

‘News? What news 9 ’ 

‘Oh, I thought you’d come to offer your condolences 
haven’t 'heard then that little Don’s all set for the great 
spaces? No more will Colhs Common resound to the d» 
beer bottles and the gurgle of ale in the airman’s throat 
everywhere there will be the rustle of sknts, the tan* 
glimpse of a dainty ankle and the exotic scent of perfoon 
‘What on earth are you talking about?’ 

‘You mean you haven’t heard that the knell has been s 
the Last Post sounded, the hammer of doom, the finger of 
‘Look here, Don ’ Edward was cold, and it was i 
enough to talk m the deepening twilight across the barbe« 
which made you feel you were visiting someone in prison, 
out Don putting on one of his nonsense acts Some <■ 
go on like this for hours - stuff he’d read in magazines 
denmg if you were trying to discuss anything sensibly.wi . 

‘My dear old soul,’ said Don, irritably ‘I’m telling yo 
the powers that be have ordained that women - WAA 
tarts ~ whatever you like to call ’em, are to release 
balloon crews Corporal Donald Derris, No 23894, P 
starts his embarkation leave a fortnight Saturday I’m u 
at the moment or I’d come out and have a beer with y 
the strength of it.’ 

There was not much to say Edward commiserated an 
both agreed gloomily that it was tough luck on Doroth 
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Edward said well anyway, now he had a better chance of having 
a crack at Jerry, which seemed to leave Don cold 
‘Well, no sense hanging about, I suppose, 1 said Edward Til 
be shoving off home to break the news to Connie Cheer up, 
Don Not dead yet, you know 1 

Don mumbled something to the effect that he soon would be, 
said ‘Ta-ta’ and turned to go back to the hut Edward watched 
his uniform merge into the dusk, saw the door open and heard 
a voice from inside before it banged shut and the settlement was 
once more abandoned to noises of the wind torturing the bal- 
loon, more eene than silence Edward felt sorry for the 
W A A F S He doubted whether they would feel like keeping 
rabbits 

He walked up Church Avenue m the dark and had to fumble 
outside his front door before he could get the key in He would 
have taken Ins torch if he had known he was going to be late 
Connie would tick him off, but at any rate he had a bit of news 
that would pin her ears back 

‘Connie’ 1 he called, switching on the hall light as he shut 
the front door From the sitting-room came the sound of noisy 
crying, and as he stepped quickly forward to investigate, lus 
mother-in-law came out of the room with a face like the sole 
of a boot As far as she was concerned, Don was already dead 
‘It’s Dorothy,’ she said m answer to Edward’s inquiring 
glance ‘I’m afraid she’s had very upsetting news We came 
straight round to tell Connie We’ve just heard that 

‘I know,’ said Edward ‘I’ve just been up to the Common to 
see Don and he told me he’s being sent abroad, if that’s what 
you mean ’ 

‘ Oh, so you know then ’ Mrs Munroe’s face fell another foot 
She had been waiting about to be able to break the bad news to 
Edward He smiled encouragingly 

‘I don’t see what there is to smile about,’ she said, ‘with that 
poor child in there nearly out of her mmd with worry ’ 

‘Oh, come on, Mother, it’s not a tragedy ’ Edward wondered 
whether he could bring himself to pat her drooping shoulders 
‘ Lots of people go abroad It’s the least you can expect Don’s 
been very lucky up till now to be so near home, though for his 
sake I should think he’d be glad to get a bit nearer the fighting ’ 
‘Well, you’re a nice one to talk, I must say,’ said Mrs Munroe, 
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who although she knew that Edward had sought and be 
refused his release fiom the factory, always held it against h 
that he was not in uniform. ‘That poor Don, so nervous 
sensitive as he’s always been. You maik my words, lie'll co< 
back a changed man - if he comes back at all.’ Connie came * 
of the sitting-room looking cross. 

‘Do go to her, Mother,’ she said ‘I can’t do anything w 
her and she’s getting hysterical. It’s ridiculous to carry on ‘ 
this just because he’s going abroad. Anyone would think - 
there you are, Ted Where on earth have you been 9 I m. 
knew anyone so inconsiderate. I might have been \\orr> 
about you for all you knew.’ 

‘I went up to see Don. It’s bad luck, but I agree with y 
there’s no sense m Dorothy carrying on fit to make herself 
‘What do you mean? I never said that.’ She took a 
nearer to her mother, and they both regaided him balefu 
‘You can’t expect a man to understand, I suppose,’ said Cor 
‘Come in and have your tea, Mother.’ The two women v 
into the sittmg-room together, leaving Edward alone m 
hall He took Ins torch off the shelf under the hanging m 
and went out to see the rabbits, 

It was all very well waking up with a hangover, it w 
least a memory of last night’s gm. But Mrs Urry felt c’ 
these mornings even when she hadn’t been near the 
Albert That nagging pam, which she used to accept as p^ 
the price you paid for gin, came now after nothing more 
a cup of tea In fact gin seemed to be the only thing that w 
lay it 

Laying the pam took nearly all Mrs Urry’s earnings fro 
Acropolis Dining Rooms Matches were not doing so well 
days, unless Urry was up to some trickery with the U 
The demand was there all right, but not the stock to me 
He could have sold his supply twenty times over, but the 
Jew wholesaler was cutting down his allowance every , 
Time and again, Mrs Urry had urged him to strike out m 
or bootlaces or even cachous, but Mr Urry was a - 
doubtless because the sooner he sold out, the sooner he * 
leave his pitch for some warmer retreat, returning to Ho 1 
Circus before Ins wife came to collect him. 
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‘One day,’ she said, ‘I’m going to stick to beer for a week 
Beer 1 I could put another name to that coloured water if I 
wasn’t such a lady - and have a real good meal I owe it to 
my system, Urry, though I must say I’ve no appetite for it ’ 
‘You don’t need it at your age,’ grunted Mr Urry He was 
sitting on the lower bunk, lacing his boots He kept them on at 
night, but would not dream of going to bed without unlacing 
them 

‘All very well for you,’ said his wife ‘I know you gels your 
bit of fish dinner from that soft Mrs Ewans I don’t know what 
her old man would say if he knew You can’t run a fish and chip 
shop on charity and so I’ll tell her if ever I meet her, which God 
forbid I do, because her face makes me stomach turn over and 
look the other way ’Urry up, Urry, it must be getting on ’Ere’s 
young innocent coming down already with everything on ’er 
face but the kitchen stove ’Ullo, dear,’ she grinned at Sheila 
with her gums ‘Just in time The chauffeur is bringing the car 
round now ’ She cocked her head to the approaching rumble 
of a train Sheila made herself smile and say something friendly 
Mrs Urry’s appearance was getting more fearsome every day 
Her face, which w'as like the uneatable kernel of an old walnut, 
seemed to be shrinking, the yellow hands rolling up the blankets 
were like roots and her body looked as though it would crumble 
into dust at a touch 

‘Well,’ she hitched up the bundle and prepared to follow her 
husband towards the Exit ‘I must go on my way rejoicing 
Ta-ta, love ’ 

‘Good-bye ’ Sheila stepped into her usual carriage, third from 
the end She was glad the tram windows were covered with anti- 
shatter net The boy with the limp might think her queer if he 
saw her talking to the Urrys 

TheUrrys made for the Cosy Cafe - ‘comb and get it 
Prop Samuel Snagge’, who allowed them to leave their bedding 
there during the day 

The Cosy was a small wooden shack in a street off Theobald’s 
Road It stood in what had once been the entrance to the yard 
of a warehouse, long since dwindled out of existence with the 
death of its proprietor Nobody had wanted the yard enough to 
face clearing it of its unsavoury junk, so the Cosy Cafe stood 
propped between two tall shops, its chicken-house roof askew, 
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a curtain over tlic doorway and above the curtain a board say- 
ing: ‘Teas, Light Luncheons and Minerals’ which Sam ha 
picked up cheap at the sale of effects from a teashop foundere* 
through over-gentihty. If the Cosy ever foundered, it would nc 
be for that reason 

Inside were four linoleum-covered tables with benches, aj 
the counter behind them, cutting Sam off at the waist and b” 
mg crockery, two urns and a case of stale cakes and pies, i 
floor was the original cobbles of the yard. Sam swept it 
sionally, dislodging interesting lelics of food between the era 
When the Uriys pushed past the curtain, there were alrcr 
few regulars brooding over their tea. Two men who worke 
the roads, a man employed by the Borough Council to 
out telephone boxes, but had never yet been seen doing » 
night watchman from the excavations, a rosy old m 
split shoes and a bright line m pornographic magazine 
usual crowd. 

‘Morning all,’ said Mrs Urry perkily. She carried her 
behind the counter and through a low door into the Si 
leant on the leaning cafe and held two gas-rings, a cold 
a tin bath for washing up 

She rejoined Mr Urry at the table, Sam reached 1 
cups from the shelf behind him. He was a long, stoo 
with a face that always looked as if he were about to * 
he laughed, his face puckered up, his eyes wate 
mouth turned down instead of up. His appearan- 
trace of the mward joy that had been his ever since * 
his wife enabled him to sell the goodwill of his vege 
and erect the Cosy. His face would torture itself ' 
even now when he thought of that murderous 
Garden before dawn and the windiest corner in H 
had been his wife’s idea of a good beat. 

‘The usual?’ he asked, dipping milk into the «, 
the bowl of tinned milk on the bread board. 

‘That’s right, dear. Two nice cups of, and foi 
drank their tea and ate the bread and butter 
warm, stale air made Mrs Urry feel sleepy. ‘Tell 
called to Sam, ‘I’ll have to speak to them at 
first tram a bit later Me nights is too short ’ 
moment like a child after a fall, weighing 
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tears or bravery, then his face puckered up and he doubled over 
the counter, enjoying the joke ‘ Oh, that’s good - that’s good 1 ’ 
he gasped, wiping his eyes and holding his middle He never 
make a joke himself and was in agonies of delight at anyone 
clse’s humour Mrs Urry sat back, basking m his amusement, 
and when he looked like recovering, set him off again with an 
allusion to her footman She loved to be thought a wit 
A van driver shouldered his way past the curtain and sat 
down heavily at her table ‘Morning, Wally 1 ’ she said He 
grunted at her, passing his hand over his face ‘Cup of, Sam, 
two rashers on and tw'o slices,’ he said over his shoulder 
‘ Coming up 1 ’ Sam doubled up to get through the low door 
to his gas rings 

Seeing Wally cat Ins bacon and potato reminded Mrs Urry of 
her intention to have a good meal She would try and get out 
one dinner-time and see what Urry was up to at Mrs Ewm’s 
fish shop But there was not much chance of the Greek letting 
her out dinner-time He was short of plates and they had to be 
washed as soon as they came off one table and rushed back on 
to the next one 

The Acropolis didn’t do breakfast, but Mrs Urry had to be 
there at half-past seven to do the cleaning, wash up whatever 
had accumulated after her departure the night before, peel the 
vegetables that the Greek was going to cook for lunch and as 
often as not do a bit of mincing, if it was rissole day 
Having parked Mr Urry firmly in his angle between two walls, 
with his tray round his neck, Mrs Urry went off up Holborn 
with many backward glances, as if she were training a dog She 
had never yet caught him wandering away, but she had her 
suspicions Someone would nab his pitch one of these days 
Entering the frosted glass doors of the Acropolis Dining 
Rooms, she went straight through to the kitchen without a 
glance at the Greek, reading the paper over coffee and rolls at a 
corner table He had already been to the market There was a 
pile of vegetables and some large lumps of meat on the worn 
table that filled the centre of the low, smoky kitchen Mrs Urry 
investigated Pork again' Black Market, of course And all 
those raisins - it was evidently going to be steamed fruit pudding 
again Well, she’d better get the fire going as the pans went on 
early, steaming days She took off her cape, but kept on the 
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beret and wound herself into an apron that had only gone on< 
round the last washer-up, but went twice round Mrs Urry a 
bunched out at the back like a bustle. 

She went into the scullery. The sight of the piled dirty plaf 
was too familiar to be disheartening. The water was still ,u 
warm from last night, so after she had lit the kitchen ran 
mumbling and muttering at it and finally pouring on so 
paraffin that nearly blew off her few remaining eyebrows, 
began on the washing-up. 

The Greek’s daughter, a dressy, pig-faced girl with a fit, 
that burst out above and below the waist, came into the kite 
and began to pick over the raisins. Mrs Urry leered at her 
her shoulder through the adjoining doorway. 

‘’Ullo, Ellen, I saw you last night going m the pictures, w 
Urry and X was going to our ’otel. ’E’s all right, whoever b 
Where d’you pick that one up 9 ’ 

‘Oh, he’s a fellow I know,’ said Ellen, popping a handf 
raisins into her mouth ‘He comes in here sometimes 
matter of fact I wonder you haven’t seen him.’ 

‘Fat chance I get to see any of the customers with you 
around,’ said Mrs Urry, scraping at a bit of mustard, aban 
ing it, and slinging the plate into the rack that was too hi^ 
her. When she was washing a pile of plates, she developed 
a rhythm as she swilled a plate, then up on her toes to rea 
rack, then down to swill another, then up again to the 
swill and reach, swill and reach, up and down jauntily 
bustle of her apron 

‘When you were away that time,’ she went on, n .r 
voice agamst the running tap, ‘he and Victor were run on 
feet, but would they let me have so much as a look msn 
dmmg-room? No, they would not, and-once, when there’ 
a soup ordered, and I’d served it out and no one to f 
m I popped - as a favour, mind you ; don’t think I fancy l 
Nippy Well, in I popped, as I say she got worked u 
now when she thought of it - ‘and there was your Pa - 
at me as if I was murder and disease and sudden deat 
one Out he comes here after me and we had a real set to 
him straight It don't need me to take away their ap 
You’d think this was the Ritz ’Otel, wouldn’t you?’ She 
_ °ff the tap ‘Wouldn’t you?’ she repeated 
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‘I daresay,’ said Ellen, who hadn’t heard a word ‘He’s quite 
a nice fellow,’ she went on, following her thoughts ‘He works 
on a newspaper ’ Mrs Urry turned on the tap again and began 
to v. ash forks, several together m bunches Newspapers to her 
were things that you wrapped round other things 

The Greek came out and began to mix suet pastry in an enor- 
mous bowl When Mrs Urry made for the potatoes to take 
them to the scullery to peel, he threw back an imaginary lock 
of hair, stabbing at the dough with his fingers like an impas- 
sioned impresario ‘Please, Mrs Hurry,’ he called, in his high 
voice, ‘the dining-room is not yet done, I believe ^ 

‘You mean you want it done,’ said Mrs Urry, facing him with 
a butting stance, beret well forward She didn’t believe m side- 
ways talk She collected her bucket and mop and the precious 
bits of rags she secreted at the back of the cupboard and went 
out to slosh over the marble-topped tables and fix the dirt to 
the floor by wetting it Laying the dust, that was called 
Victor was sitting behind the counter, where stand-up snacks 
were served, writing out menu cards in a looping violet hand 
He was a Frenchman, a vague relation of the Greek’s, who had 
escaped from Occupied France m a dinghy He had wandered 
into the Acropolis one evening and had stayed there happily 
ever since, as if he had escaped from a labour camp and en- 
dured the hunted, starving journey across France for nothing 
else 

He spoke English badly, with a Cockney accent Strangers to 
the Acropolis thought when Victor took their order that it must 
be quite a continental place - until their order arrived 

‘Bonjewer,’ said Mrs Urry proudly, swatting at a table with 
a damp cloth 

'Bon jour, vieille putam,' said Victor, and Mrs Urry bridled 
as at the wildest compliment 

On Fridays and Tuesdays, Sheila knew that the curly-haired 
boy with the limp would be in the third carnage from the end 
It was not as if she got into the same carnage deliberately, be- 
cause, after all, she went m it all the rest of the week , it just 
happened to stop opposite to where the stairs brought her on 
to the platform She got up a bit earlier on Fridays and Tues- 
days, so as to have time to put on eye-black 



She got into the train this morning just like any other F 
ostentatiously averting her head, after making sure that * 
there and staring. He never pretended to be reading the 
and peeped round it as some men did, and if she looked a 
he didn’t look away, but went on staring, so that she 1* 
turn her head and hope that the hot feeling in her face w 
blush coming. 

He sat at the end of the carnage and she sat half-way 
on the opposite side. She wondered a lot about him. W 1 
he do, and why did he only do it twice a week, and what 
he possibly do at Earls Court? That was where he ahva 
off. Whatever it was, he looked as if he were overw 
Perhaps his limp meant that he was discharged wound 
pilot, perhaps - and his face was tired because the woun 
him His clothes looked as if they had started life right. I 
, well-built, with a small head, a short nose and lively 
curly mouth and that crisp, light brown hair that i 
absolutely the right way. All this she had gleaned from 
glances twice a week and a more sustained scrutiny of 
view when he was getting out. 

Sometimes she squirmed to peer through the diamon 
mg m the window netting to watch him walk up the platfi 
once he had turned as he came level and looked her fu 
eyes. She was not sure whether he had seen her or not. 

This Friday morning was just like any other She r 
paper self-consciously, taking care not to frown, scarcel 
a word she read. After nine months of this tedious jo 
knew all the stations by heart, so when the tram st 
Earls Court, she allowed a decent interval for him to get 
walk to the door and then raised her eyes to watch him 
When she looked up this morning, he was gone. It was 
for him to get out so quickly He always waited until 
had completely stopped, because of his limp She 
through the window, and when she turned back, saw 
sitting in his seat at the end of the carnage For the fir 
he dropped his eyes, almost guiltily What was so guil 
not getting out at Earls Court'? Perhaps he had si 
decided not to go to work, perhaps his leg was hm 
and he just couldn’t get up. She toyed with anc 
Perhaps he was going to travel on to see where she got 
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The train was running above ground now and the carnage 
was filling up She recognized one or two people from Canning 
Kyles By the time they neared Colhs Park, he was hidden from 
her by a mass of swaying bodies He might have already got out 
for all she knew 

But when she stepped on to the platform, there he was m the 
crowd just ahead, looking back In a sudden panic, Sheila 
spotted Grace and seized on her, chatting with self-conscious 
vivacity all the way up the steps that led from the railway cut- 
ting to the road She was sure he was following her As they 
walked towards the Estate, she took Grace’s arm, hanging on 
it so that she could not walk too fast, because of his limp 
Grace had begun on the saga of her bathroom curtains Sheila 
listened charmingly and once turned her head full towards 
Grace to say ‘No, really 7 ’ so that she could look sideways 
behind her He was following them It was terribly exciting 
She wanted to boast to Grace, but at the same time she knew 
she would have only one opinion of men who followed girls 
What did he mean to do 7 Was he just going to follow her to 
see where she worked, or was he going to come up and speak 
to her? Surely not with Grace there She must lose Grace She ~ 
thought of pretending to have dropped a glove, but Grace would 
be sure to come back and help her look for it, because she was 
so kind In any case, what should she say to him 7 She must 
obviously be fairly cold and dignified, but she couldn’t be too 
putting-off m case he was sensitive It was rather a cheek, really, 
to follow her like this 

They turned through the gates on to the Estate road, and 
Sheila, gushing towards Grace again, saw him turn m behind 
her The crowd was thickening Even if he did accost her now, 
she couldn’t stop and parry words with him Someone she knew 
would see her She wouldn’t be able to do herself justice He’d 
have to be quick though, they were only a hundred yards from 
the clockhouse - fifty yards and still he had not done whatever 
he meant to do Perhaps he only wanted to see where she 
worked You couldn’t say he was not persistent He would be 
terribly late for his own work 

As they reached the clockhouse, and the stream of people 
compressed itself to crush through the narrow entrance, she 
dropped behind Grace and deliberately looked back She 
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was going to give him one dazzling smile Ti was the V 
deseived. 

She just caught a glimpse of his sports jacket going t 
the gate that led to the big office building. Craning he 
standing him against the jostling ciowd, she saw him sp 
the dooiman, and saw the doorman nod and step asid r 
the sports coat through, before she was swept by the 
into the clockhouse, and was clocking in, looking at the 
7 28 without taking them in and was out on the track v. 
bram leeling 

It was still leeling two hours latci , and refusing to cone 
on work ‘A penny for ’em,’ said Edward, finding her 
into space, one hand idly turning the big gearwheel ren 
its stand 

Bob Condor was fussing about, finding jobs for anyo 
was idle for a moment One of the managers was on ’ 
round 

‘Finished this engine, Sheila?’ he asked 
‘What‘S Oh - oh no, Mr Condor, not quite * She b g 
nedly to fill m the report card, holding her arm over it 
ceal how little she had done Burrs and slight damage o 
What was he doing m the offices' 7 Turn up splines . W 
he 9 Oil seal unserviceable, cracked „ . Had he or had 
been following her? Clean out thrust bearing . Wh 
he got to now 9 

She heard voices behind her, and when she looked 
there he was 

Sheila got such a shock that she swung straight ro 
on her stool and began to examine a bearing feverishl 
- monkey looking for ticks She could feel the blush cree 
into her head , the back of her neck and eais must be 
He was being shown round by the Works Manager 
he 9 He must be a pilot, or somebody important. ' 

‘This is the 1 eduction gear,’ the Manager was 
studiedly casual, as if it were just a little thing he’d in 
his spare time ‘It reduces the revs of the ciank, you _ 
suitable speed for the airscrew ’ 

He couldn’t be a pilot then, or he would know h 
didn’t he say something and let her hear what his voice 
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‘See this big wheel 9 ’ went on the Manager as Bob Condor’s 
scandalized voice hissed in Sheila’s ear ‘ Get up, Sheila Don’t 
you see Mr Wngley’s here 9 ’ She had to get up then and turn 
round, keeping her eyes low, unwilling to look up and see him 
lauglung at her 

If only she could have met him as an equal at a party, 
perhaps, or at somebody s house at Swinley, or even in the 
train Here he had her at a disadvantage He was in the world 
of men m black hats and thick spectacles who came round 
poking at things with umbrellas and told the workers after- 
wards m the canteen that they were putting up a jolly fine show 
but were going to have the honour of being asked to do better 
still, while she was m the world of dirty hands whose only 
retaliation was a rude gesture after the departing figure 

Mr Wrigley was standing on his heels, jingling the keys in his 
pocket, while he indicated salient points to his guest They had 
to be very salient for him to know them Bob Condor hovered 
assiduously, ready to turn a nut or hand a bearing 

‘What’s this do then 9 ’ asked the boy with the limp, picking up 
the dual drive casing His voice was like his hair - absolutely 
right 

‘Well go on ’ The Manager stepped back ‘Ask the girls any- 
thing you want to know Talk to them That’s what you’re here 
for, isn’t it - not to talk to me 9 ’ He had had his hour of holding 
forth 

So Sheila had to come forward and tell him, conscious of Jus 
eyes on her dirty, broken nails, and that she was making a fool 
of herself Her explanation got more and more involved until 
it trailed off limply with ‘Well, it’s called the dual drive because 
it sort of drives two things, you see ’ She had never imagined 
talking to him for the first time like this, with Mr Wrigley 
benevolently critical, Bob Condor hovering like an anxious ex- 
hibitor, the girls on the bench staring and giggling and herself 
red to the hair and with a vocabulary of about three words He 
was very polite, but his questions were awkward enough to be 
deliberate 

‘What two things does it drive 9 ’ he asked earnestly, as if the 
key to life were m her answer 

‘Well, the constant speed and the V P ’ She knew that 

<Y p 9’ 


‘The - er, the - er The word would not come. 

‘Oh, Sheila, Sheila, what’s the matter with you 9 ’ bro 
Bob Condor. ‘She really knows the unit very well She 
turned to Mr Wrigley, explaining her away. 

‘Oh, yes, of comse,’ she said, ‘the variable pitch — * 
‘Oh, . . went Bob Condor, and even Mr Wrigley fc 
‘But surely 

‘I mean the - yes, the variable pitch - no I mean the v 
pump, I mean They had got her so muddled she didn’t 
what she meant. 

At last the ordeal was over and she could sit down « 
stool with her palms against her burning cheeks. It w» 
yes, but so were her illusions. If he had ever had any » 
m her it must be stone dead by now. 

He was at the far end of the bench now, talking to 
who was making him laugh. They didn’t seem to be 
about the engine at all. Dmah cared nothing for Mr 
nor for Mr Canning or Mr Kyles' themselves, pres- 
existed She was perfectly at home and so was the b 
the limp He never once looked back to Sheila’s en 1 
bench 

Edward, who always lurked unobtrusively when a* 
was about, now came up rubbing his hands and said pi 
‘Well, you had quite a little session, didn’t you? I h 
aired your knowledge Who was it?’ 

‘I don't know.’ Sheila shrugged her shoulders mdiffe 

Edward laughed ‘Look at old Dinah making her 
He had an embarrassing habit of using service expresri 
had been known to speak of an incorrect entry in a 1 
as ‘Duff Gen*. 

Sheila went on filling m her report card Well, + 
episode was over. She would take care not to go in 
carriage from the end' again on a Friday or a Tuesday. 

Mr Wrigley was getting restless He usually reckoned 
the tour of the factory in half an hour, without kngerm 
preliminary talk in his office, he always said * ‘Ha ^ y 
work 9 My dear sir, come and see for yourself Talk to > 
ask em questions. I’m not afraid of what they’ll tell y 
fident that most people would be too unnerved by the 
the brawny feminine forearms and trousered botto 
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Machine Shop and the bevy of grey overalls and sophisticated 
coiffures m the Inspection Shop, to take him at his word Un- 
abashed people like this young man upset the timetable You 
couldn’t hustle them too much m case they thought you were 
trying to hurry them past something you didn’t want them 
to see 

‘We’ll go into the Fitting Shop now,’ he said 
Mr Gurley snapped up the little window of his office ‘Oh, 
God, the Old Man,’ he said to someone inside ‘I suppose he 
thinks he’s keeping up morale,’ and snapped the window down 
again 

‘We’ll go into the Fitting Shop now,’ repeated Mr Wngley, 
taking the young man by the arm and easing him down the 
gangway, jingling his keys on their chain like a jailer doing the 
rounds 

‘Excuse me a sec ,’ said his guest, ‘ there’s just one question I’d 
like to -’ He broke away and limped round the end of the 
bench, surprisingly quickly Sheila wondered if he could see the 
breast pocket of her overall jumping to the thudding of her 
heart 

‘I say,’ he said, loudly enough for everyone to hear, ‘you’ll 
think me an awful idiot, but would you mind showing me that 
dual what’s-it again? I haven’t got it quite straight ’ 

‘Of course not,’ she mumbled, pulling the dual drive tray 
towards her He picked up the casing and bent down to scruti- 
nize it ‘Look,’ he said m a low voice, ‘you’ll probably think 
this awful cheek, but I feel I know you quite well, because I’ve 
seen you in the tram I’ve always wanted to speak to you and 
never dared I didn’t like to say anything before with those 
parties hanging about, but I’ve been looking at you twice a 
week for months, though I don’t suppose you’ve ever noticed ’ 
He was fingering the dual drive all the time, pretending to be 
discussing it 

J ‘Well, 1 don’t know ’ Sheila picked up a gear, keeping up the 
pretence She suddenly felt very cool and mistress of the situa- 
tion ‘Well, I don’t know,’ she said casually ‘I thought you 
looked rather familiar I suppose I must have seen you without 
noticing it ’ 

Mr Wngley was waiting in the aisle, swinging his keys in a 
circle and tapping the toe of one shiny fat shoe ‘Look, I must 

93 



go/ said the boy with a limp, * but n 
Come and sit by me ; I get so sick oi 
I say - wear that red jacket,’ 

You were not supposed to go and 
minutes before lunch-time. The ‘toilet 
away from the Inspection Shop and 
about sixty girls. There weiethiee alter 
your hands on a piece of lag and Uy to 
didn’t taste of oil; you could run th 
among the sheds, fight your way in am 
at the basins like a litter of feeding pigs, 
with a hairless nailbrush and a swill 
water before if was time to run back agai 
out before the lawful time and risk 
stationed outside the door, behaving as i 
won according to whether you entered ■> 

You could always tell when it was apprc 
without looking at the time. The Inspe- 
apparently working, but restlessness stirred 
risen from their stools, powder-puffs a^ 
or defiantly, the crankcase section were thro 
the tool chest. George, who tested cylin c 
shut off his high-pressure steam and the su 
you realize for the first time that the noise ha* 
all morning People who had washed touche 
as not to get dirty again, overalls were untie 
bags and gloves came out of drawers Charlie 
who had been advancing relentlessly down t 
hind a trolley had suddenly disappeared, 1 
stranded, a curly oil pipe sticking up from a tr 
surprised eyebrow. The whole shop was fid to „ 
tensed for the first impact of the clapper on the 
Bob Condor occasionally had a pogrom and y 
or two people for stopping work befoie the bell, 
trying to step on locusts in a swarm He could no 
any effect on the universal restlessness. Nc* 
machine-gun could stop the swaying towards the 
the coats hung, the furtive steps that burst into a 
the bell jangled and everybody flew, stru«u** 



tearing the lining, jamming on hats and haring off down the 
track with swinging belts and flapping shoe-laces 
There was no time to stop and wonder why you were running 
Once outside m the road, you might slow down and saunter, or 
even stop and chat, but you always came out of the place as if 
you were running for your life instead of your dinner 
Sheila, Paddy and Dinah galloped out of the clockhouse with 
wild hair, then pulled up and stood for a moment irresolute 
‘Canteen 7 ’ Paddy made a face ‘Not after that fish yesterday ’ 
‘King’s Head?’ 

‘No,’ said Dinah, ‘I couldn’t hold any more malt after last 
night How about Mike’s 7 ’ 

‘I’m sick of sausages,’ said Sheila ‘ Milkers then,’ said Dinah 
starting off ‘I’ve got to go to the shops anyway ’ 

They walked along the main road to the Milk Bar, which 
stood m a line of shops under a block of modern flats The 
shops had a here-today-and-gone-tomorrow look about them 
They were always changing hands A Delicatessen Store would 
go bankrupt and become almost overnight a teashop, which 
having quietly run through a lady’s life’s savings would emerge 
as a tailor and dressmaker with half the window blacked and 
Ladies’ Own Materials Made Up 
Only the Chain Store Grocery was constant, and the Milk 
Bar, which was well patronized by the neighbouring factories 
Canning Kyles came out earlier than most, so the three girls 
were able to get stools at the counter 
‘What’s on, Lou?’ Dinah asked the sharp little ginger-haired 
girl who darted up and down behind the counter like a shuttle 
She paused to snatch an aluminium cylinder out of the mixing 
maclune ‘Cornish Pasties - hot,’ she said, putting a head on 
the Horlicks as she poured it into the glass, ‘or you can have 
processed egg and mashed ’ 

‘No chips 7 ’ 

‘No chips ’ She darted away When she had paused in her 
flight long enough to give them coffee and sandwiches, they sat 
with feet tucked under them, elbows on the counter, savouring 
the moment of relaxation that made it more difficult to go back 
and click into the rhythm of work Three youths in overalls 
came m from the electric bulb factory and went straight to the 
automatic gramophone Guffawing and shoving each other, 
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they put a penny into the middle of a rising sun, the glass b 
lit up revealing a pastoral backcloth, and the turntable re\ol\ 
among a bed of little green marbles 

‘ My Mommo done told me,’ said the box 

‘When I was m knee pants,’ sobbed one of the youths, main 

a few tentative jitterbug passes 

‘Oh, that tune again 1’ Dinah looked over her shoulder a 
caused a certain amount of scuffling and tittering 
‘The Bloo-ooes - in the night,’ throbbed the box 
Sheila stared happily at her reflection in the mirror bejc 
Lou’s flying head. It was Tuesday. She had been bursting to t 
about it all morning ‘I say,’ she said suddenly, putting do 
her cup and turning sideways to face the other two, ‘remem 
that chap who came round with old Wrigley - last week, or 
week before or sometime’ She toned down her voice 
casualness 

‘Which one 9 ’ said Dinah ‘The old Daddy who called Fi 
Girlie 9 ’ She laughed at the memory of it 
‘No, that young one - you know 7 . He talked quite a lo 
you - with a limp ’ 

‘Oh, that one Yes, I remember Amusing bloke.* 

‘Yes, well, wasn’t it funny, I met him in the train this morn 
We had quite a long talk ’ 

‘Yv'hat a time of day to pick anyone up,’ said Paddy ‘ 
could you be bothered?’ 

‘ Oh, no, it wasn’t that He -’ She decided to suppress the 
part of their acquaintance. ‘He recognized roe from co 
round the factory. And what d’you think 9 He works on a n 
paper He came down to get a story on “The Girls Behm 
Planes”. It’s going to be in on Friday I’m longing to see ' 
‘Well, if he puts in what I told him, it ought to mak~ 
reading,’ said Dmah ‘Thank God for that,’ she added, - 
automatic gramophone whirred and stopped The three y 
scuffled before it, reading the labels of its repertoire. 

‘Are you boys having anything 9 ’ asked Lou severely 
pearing opposite them. ‘You can’t come in here and play 
thing without ordering something ’ 

‘Three teas, then. Miss,’ said the tallest one Pang-lea ’ 
hare-devilry, he produced another penny and inserting P 
lhe nsmg sun, twiddled a knob expertly 
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The Jitterbug one took up the tune with joy as it speeded into 
intelligibility 

* 'When I was in knee pants ’ Sheila smiled at herself in the 
mirror, remembering certain remarks Dinah groaned ‘I’d like 
to smash that machine Well, go on about your boy-friend 
What was he doing this morning? Coming down here again’’ 
‘No, going home apparently He has to stay on at night twice 
a week to do an article that gets cabled over from America fiom 
some frightfully famous general His name’s David Fielding 
You’ve probably read articles by him ’ She named the daily 
paper for which he wrote 

‘That rag 9 ’ said Dinah ‘I wouldn’t use it to wrap me fish ’ 
‘I think it’s a jolly good paper,’ said Sheila, who had hardly 
ever read it ‘Anyway, it’s frightfully interesting, his job, he was 
telling me about it He meets lots of famous people ’ 

‘A woman’s a thing that leaves you to sing 
The Bloo-ooes in the night ’ The machine throbbed behind 
their talk 

‘He asked me to meet him tonight for a drink,’ announced 
Sheila defiantly ‘I said I would ’ 


CHAPTER 6 

Ir Kitty had realized how thick the fog was, she would have left 
her bicycle in the car park and walked home It had not seemed 
so bad when she left the factory, it was darker than usual and 
the air was full of raw, swirling vapours, but she had been able 
to see her way among the crowd coughing up the Estate road 
and telling each other what a lotten night 
But half-way between Canning Kyles and her home m Bar- 
nardo Road, the semi-circle that left Collis High Street at 
Boot’s corner and came back to it at the Public Library, Kitty 
coasted down a hill into a patch of fog so dense that she began 
to ring her bell wildly in alarm, jammed on her bral es as an 
enormous figure loomed right ahead, and fell into the road with 
the bicycle on top of her The enormous figure turned out to 
be a foreigner in a tent-like overcoat, who helped her to her feet 
and asked her the way to Blen-lumc Crescent, of which she had 
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never heard, even on a dear night- She fo 1 
pavement and began to wheel her bicycl 
making wide detours at lamp-posts, the fo» 
m the road on the other side of the bicycle. 

‘Which way arc you going?’ he asked ‘I 
you 7 X have no light.’ She could not see Ins f 
the vast blurred bulk of him, the plop of his 
which she was sure was German 

‘I don’t think I’m going your way,’ she said 
convinced that rape stalked the mild streets of 
going to the High Street.’ 

‘Blen-hime Crescent 7 ’ he insisted. ‘Numbc 
and Mrs Maxwell-Steed You know them 7 ’ He 
she did not. Mrs Maxwell-Steed was a so cui 
two sons, one m India and one in Ireland in 
and a daughter who was married to an M.P , w 
Kitty must know. All this he imparted m his si - 
while they were fumbling their way through the 
It was like walking mto a wall that retreated alw 
your nose, and instead of penetrating it, Kitty’ 
was thrown back on itself. Her hands and feet we 
her nose was beginning to run, but it was bette* 
take off a glove to get out your handkerchief. * 
Steed’s friend was making unpleasant snorting n 
the fog out of his passages. 

Disembodied footsteps passed, figures manifesto 
at startlingly close range, a stick went tapping by 
man’s and screams of feminine laughter announce* 
one thought it the funniest thing that had ever ha*, 
tance was non-existent, but they should long ago . 
the cross-roads with the lighted island From time 
tram thudded by on the left, so they must be on the 
Unless they had already passed the island, it had ta 
hour to cover a distance which normally took te 
Thinking of her mother’s anxiety, she quickened her 
a pillar-box ran into her left cheek The slap m the fa* 
tears smartmg to her eyes, but she fought them down 
panion-might want to come round to her side of the 
he thought she was hurt. 

He was still occr 



Maxwell-Steed family tree for her benefit He seemed quite 
happy, although he was probably going in the wrong direction 

She knew where she was now, after the pillar-box ‘We have 
to cross the road here,’ she said ‘At least I do I only hope we 
find the other side Look out ’ She turned her bicycle wheel and 
struck off at right angles, feeling very insecure without the kerb, 
as if at any minute she might walk straight into a yawning 
abyss 

‘You cannot,’ said the foreigner chattily, ‘see your face in 
front of your hand,’ and was suddenly lost From one instant 
to the next, the fog had taken him unto its own and Kitty was 
alone m the middle of the road It must be the middle, because 
she could hear water gurgling under a grating She said ‘ I say 1 ’ 
tentatively, and ‘ Where are you 9 ’ but he was gone as completely 
as if the yawning abyss had been more than Kitty’s imagination 
Feeling very much alone and quite missing him, she shuffled on 
into the eerie yellow blanket until she stubbed her toe on the 
edge of the pavement She walked along it, sniffing, with her 
bicycle in the gutter She must be nearly at the High Street by 
now, but in that case, what was that train doing far away on 
her right, when it ought to be close to on her left 9 She stood 
still, gripping her handlebars and looking all round her into 
nothing, realizing in complete panic that she had not the 
slightest idea where she was She tried crossing the road, but 
when at last she did strike the other side, she met trees She 
could think of no road with trees She waited for another train, 
and when it came, turned so that it was on her left and began 
to walk forward 

As a blind man is aware of furniture in his path, she heard 
rather than saw the air-raid shelter, just in time to avoid another 
smack m the face All the streets in which she might conceivably 
be had their shelters down the middle of the road She took off 
her glove to get her handkerchief out of the bag in her bicycle 
basket, and her hand was numb before she put it on again She 
went forward blindly because it was better than standing still, 
snivelling to herself like a lost child She saw herself wandering 
about until morning, or fainting, perhaps, and lying senseless in 
the road until someone stumbled over her Would they send out 
an ambulance on a night like this? They’d have to How the 
ambulance men would curse - or perhaps they would think it 



an adventure She might have broken her leg; that woul 
it more worth while them coming By the time she was 1 
a high hospital bed with the sheet drawn very smooth, 
to move her head, but following with her eyes the a 
entrance of her mother into the ward, she was crying in e 
She ached for her mother Sometimes she thought of 
hoped he was safe indoors and wondered whether he \ 
home and mad with anxiety, but it was her mother for 
she ached If I ever get home, she thought, I’ll never be « 
her again If I ever get home, God, I swear I’ll pray - y 
night, and do it kneeling before I get into bed and nc 
down so that I go to sleep in the middle 

She wandered dolefully on into the freezing unknov 
was like a nightmare from which you awoke sweating 
almost panting with happiness that it was not true 
was true and she knew now that she would never get 
She began to review her life, like a drowning man, but 
she had got beyond that deliriously exciting last term at 
when she had been a prefect and vice-captam of netb 
the bargain, a sound of which she had despaired of ever 
again brought her back to life 

The sound was: ‘ Cooee ’ Cooee!’ Like a child play 
and-seek. Kitty stood stock-still and listened, her tir 
straining The fog played tricks with sound. It wrappe 
and moved it, so that the second faint ‘ Cooee ! * seemed t 
from behind her. She swung round Only one pers 
Cooee, when she meant Hullo or. Where are you 7 Kitty 
again so intently that she seemed to hear the fog itself p 
and humming about her ears There was nothing else ^ 
have imagined the voice. It was just a memory of the day 
they used to take their tea on to the Common after scho 
could not possibly have heard it where she was now - wi 
she was 

'She was lost Lost, and crying with the same abandon, 
despair as that time on the beach at Lyme Regis, when 
suddenly looked up from shrimping to find that every 
disappeared and a great cloud was over the sun 
said the voice almost on top of her. * Cooee - Childie ! ’ 

‘ Mummy f A blur of ‘yellow light melted the fog, an 
instant, the familiar smell of her mother’s old maemio 
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all round her and Kitty was clutching on and laughing and 
gasping and gabbling everything that had happened to her, her 
legs melting with relief , 

Mrs Ferguson had been out for more than an hour, cooeeing 
and casting m what would seem to anyone else a hopeless way 
on such a night 

She brought Kitty home with the triumph of a hunter and 
paraded her in the sitting-room before her father and fiance 
Leonard had gropdd his way round to Barnardo Road imme- 
diately he left work, and finding Kitty not back had been setting 
out to meet her, when Mrs Ferguson forestalled him, sweeping 
by him m the hall m her macintosh and shapeless wet-weather 
hat and telling him to go and warm up by the fire that instant, 
did he tlunk she wanted her daughter to marry a consumptive? 

When the excitement of Kitty’s homecoming had died down, 
Mr Ferguson, who had never stopped treading and shedding 
sawdust in a gentle heap on the carpet, inquired mildly what 
time they were going to have supper 

Kitty went and kissed him ‘Poor dad You shouldn’t have 
waited for me ’ 

‘Oh, I don’t mind, Katie, but I didn’t have any lunch ’ 

‘You didn’t have any His wife was round on him in a 
flash, her loose bun coming to bits as she pulled off" the wet- 
weather hat ‘I never heard of such a tlung What on earth 
were you doing?’ 

He blew the sawdust off the piece of wood on lus fretsaw 
‘Oh, I didn’t want any, and I had to get a haircut, and go down 
to Dobbie’s for some oil and things ’ 

‘But if you’d only told me, -I could have given you something 
the minute you got home You could have had dripping toast 
or some cake - no, we finished that yesterday - but I would 
have opened you a tin of pilchards - anything 1 I’ll go and get 
supper ready this minute ’ She hurried out as if she expected 
him to drop dead of starvation before she got back 

‘Kitty’’ she called fiom the kitchen ‘Go and take off jour 
things Stockings too I should put on j'our bedroom slippers 
if I were you And when >ou wash jour face, gwe jour nose 
and cars a good clean to get the fog out of them ’ 

‘Come up with me then, Lcn,’ said Kittj, ‘and talk to me 
while I wash ’ lie followed her out and when thej were m the 
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hall, she turned to him and he kissed her. He never kisse< 
m front of her parents. 

He was not much tallei than she, and slighter, a pale, se 
boy, who had been" an old-looking child Kitty with her h 
and bounce and tight, glowing skin made him appear 
quietei and less robust by her side, though all the time h< 
drawing warmth from her. He was quite content to si 
watch her for long stretches at a time, basking in her v 
like a hzard m the sun. 

He sat on the edge of the bath and watched her now 
she tucked her hair behind her ears and plunged her face 
basm, then soaped it vigorously. 

‘What a night!’ she said, looking at him in the glass, 
she massaged soap into her cheeks. ‘I’m sure there’s nev * 
one like it m history I was frightened, were you 7 ’ 

‘I wanted to come out and look for you, but your 
wouldn’t let me, I nearly came out anyway after she’d 
only I hadn't got a torch ’ 

‘ Good thing you didn’t She found me all right - tru 
and I don’t suppose you ever would, considering you ev 
lost yourself between here and Manor Park in broad da, 
‘Darling, that was years ago,’ he said seriously, ‘and I* 
you dozens of times, it wasn’t my fault. If that man at 
terminus hadn’t told me -’ 

‘All right, all right,’ Kitty laughed. ‘I was only teasin 
dried her face and turning round, bent down and ’ • 

She smelt almost unbearably young and clean Hei Sj> 
like china He would have liked to be tremendously 
well-built, like a Guardsman, so that he could pick her 
out dropping her as he had the only time he had tried, 
tremendously neb, perhaps, so that he could marry her 
away and give her things to make her happy instead of ’ 
around always having colds when she wanted to go on 
the wedding date hovering m the nebulous futuie of 
Leu gets his rise’. 


What he had done this afternoon had seemed so ngh 
he v/as beginning to be not so sure Perhaps he was only 
the easy way out Well, he would tell her and see how she 
He was haraly ever completely natural and at his 
cr. Although they had known each other for five years, h 
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going out together since they were grown up and had been 
engaged now for a year, there were sometimes long silences 
between them, when they would find themselves making con- 
versation as if they were strangers They were shy of each other 
He waited until she had turned round again to wash her 
hands and then said diffidently ‘By the way, I applied for a 
Medical Board this afternoon - the Air Force, you know I may 
have a chance of getting in as ground crew, even if I’m not fit 
enough to fly ’ 

‘Len 1 ’ She turned round with black horror in her face She 
had never considered tins, with Len in lus reserved job as a 
' skilled engineer * But Len, you don’t have to go , you’re 
reserved They’d have called you up if they wanted you ’ 

‘Oh, well,’ he looked at his feet and rucked up the bath mat 
with lus toe ‘I wanted to join up Somehow - 1 don’t know - it 
seemed all wrong to be earning three times as much as blokes in 
the Services who are working a damned sight harder We had a 
pilot come round the works the other day He’d had half his 
face burnt off - It made you think, you know ’ He stopped em- 
barrassed, as he had been when he had seen the pilot’s face, and 
had realized he was staring 

‘Well, we have pilots come round too, but I don’t go and join 
the W A A F ,’ said Kitty pouting 

‘Of course,’ he went on gloomily, ‘it’ll mean I get a lot less 
money I don’t know about our getting married I hate 
having to ask you to wait ’ 

‘Well, why should we?’ said Kitty suddenly, sparkling ‘Sup- 
pose they do take you, we could get married quickly before you 
go, so’s we could have all your leaves together ’ 

‘Kitty 1 ’ But he looked down again, determined to see all 
sides of the idea ‘But you’d be awfully lonely, and we wouldn’t 
be able to afford much of a place It wouldn’t be much fun for 
you while I was away ’ 

‘But we wouldn’t have a place of our own, silly There 
wouldn’t be any point I’d live on here with Mum and Dad, and 
go on working at Kyles We could have the spare room as ours 
for when you came home In a way it would be a nicer way of 
starting marriage - not such a break Then, after the war, of 
course, wluch won’t be long, ererybody says so, we can have 
our own place, just like we planned ’ She was warming up to 



the idea. She pulled him up off the bath * Come on, le* 
down and ask Mum what she thinks of it. I’m starving, an 
Of course,’ she went on, as they went down the stairs, ‘I » 
not be able to have a white wedding, but I wouldn’t - 
honestly. I could have blue, to go with your uniform Oh, 
the idea. Do let’s get married’’ She jumped down the last 
stairs and ran into the sitting-room m front of Inm Her 
was putting things on the table, fussing round with dish 
tablespoons, getting a bottle of sauce out of the dresser, 
mg back to see what she had forgotten and dashing at tfr 
again v/ith the cruet 

4 Come along, come along everybody,’ she said, cutting 
and butter horizontally, with the loaf on end as if it 
school treat. 4 Come along, Charlie, put that away. It’s nc 
we get a joint, so you might as well have it while it’s h 
Ferguson could carve bookends and pipe-racks and ev 
cate work like penholders, but he had never carved mea 
his marriage Mrs Ferguson was an expert carver Th 
joint went round although she gave everybody more thn 
wanted. 

4 1 should think we’re all ready for our supper,’ - x - 
heaping potatoes on to Kitty’s plate. 

4 Mum, I don’t want sojnany potatoes. Do take some 
4 1 don’t know why you’re suddenly so down on po 
especially with the papers telling you you should eat 
though I could have told them that years ago. There’s 
to touch a potato for nourishment, I always say ’ 

‘I can’t digest so many, and for another thing, 
fattening ’ 

Mrs Ferguson gave an exclamation and threw do 
kmfe and fork. 4 1 thought so! It drives me to despair 
hear that sort of talk Apart from your health, winch yo’ 
rum for good and all, men don’t like these scraggy gn 
do they, Leonard?’ 

4 1 don’t think so,’ he said 

„ 4 Of course not. And there’s Kitty,’ looking at her plu 
dimpled daughter across the table, ‘nothing but skin 
already and talking about dieting ! Well, I despair ’ She 
solace in roast mutton, sitting slightly back from the * 
allow clearance Her size was more than middle-aged 
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but it was not glandular or unhealthy, it was not symptomatic 
of anything but food Kitty mouthed silently at Len ‘Tell her, 
now,’ and her father, seeing it, raised his eyebrows inquiringly 
Kitty nodded and smiled at him reassuringly Lcn was just 
opening his mouth to speak, when Mrs Ferguson said 
‘I tell you one tfung, my darling You’re not going to work 
tomorrow unless the fog’s cleared, is she, Lcn’’ As Len never 
contradicted her, it was quite safe to make these kindly appeals 
to his opinion She was very fond of Len 
‘But I must, Mother You get a pmk slip in with your clock 
card now when you stay out, to say you’re helping Hitler ft 
makes you feel awful 1 

‘I don’t see that it’ll help Hitler very much for you to save 
your life instead of risking your neck in this death trap as you 
did tonight Who’s for a little more meat’ Pass your plate, 
Charlie, I gave you a very small helping ’ 

‘Not for me, Alice,’ he said ‘I’ll have a bit of cheese pre- 
sently, perhaps, if we’ve got any ’ 

‘Of course we’ve got cheese but just have a slice more meat 
first You really should, you know, as you went without your 
lunch ’ 

‘No, really, dear I’ve had quite enough ’ 

‘What’s the matter? Don’t you like it’ Is it too underdone for 
you? Look, let me cut you a slice and just pop it under the grill 
It won’t take a second ’ 

He kept his temper, because he had no temper to lose He 
refused her offer politely, still smiling 

‘Well, a spoonful more vegetables then,’ she said, reaching 
over to heap them on to his plate He began obediently to cat, 
without taste or distaste She had made him gastric anyway in 
the first ten years of their marriage 
Kitty’s stomach, being young, had merely been stretched by 
the constant overloading She passed her plate for more with- 
out being asked She gave Len a dig while her mother was 
carving and mouthed again 

Leonard swallowed what he was eating, pushed back his hair, 
cleared his throat and said ‘Did Kitty tell you I put in for a 
medical for the Air Force this afternoon’’ 

‘Of course I didn’t, silly,’ said Kitty, cutting in on her 
.mother’s ejaculation, ‘I haven’t had a chance But it’s true, 
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Mother, he really wants to go, and we thought perhaps it v> 
be better not to wait but to get married quick before he 
She got it all out m a rush. ‘What do you think, Dad? 
asked, seeing that his face was more favourable tha» 
mother’s. 

‘You know what I think, Katie,’ he said in his kind 
voice that lifted his moustache up and down like C. A< 
Smith ‘Ask anyone who was through the last war Take 
happiness while you can, they’ll tell you. And as for 
going m the Air Force 

‘As to that,’ broke in Mrs Ferguson with the carving 
poised, ‘I thought he was in a reserved job ’ 

‘Yes, but, Mother, he wants to go,’ said Kitty sharply, 
ing that her own first instinctive remark hadn’t been that 
being reserved. In the moment’s shock of his announcem 
the bathroom, she had seen all sorts of pictures: Len 
Len wounded, crippled for life, perhaps, Len being toil- 
in a troopship The remark which she now was ashamed 
mother for making had been jerked out of Kitty like a 
from a tigress defending its young. Since then, the visi 
the bathroom were being replaced by other pictures 
uniform, herself going proudly to the post office to 
allowance, stamped as a service wife by the brooch 
given her Len a hero - there was even a quick shot of B 
ham Palace and herself being photographed holding 
with a medal on its matinee coat 

She was well ahead of everybody else and could take 
cudgels with conviction • ‘ You ought to be proud that 1 
to fight,’ she said. ‘I am You didn’t make any obje 
Gerry going, though he was your son and Len’s only yc 
in-law, and not that yet ’ ^ 

‘Childie, childie, don’t take me up so,’ chided her 
‘I never said I had any objection Though if I had, Ge 
nothing to do with it, because he was in the Army . 
peace-time It’s his career What about Len’s career^ i 
only thing I’m worried about It’s natural for a mother 
pose, to want to see her daughter safely provided for ’ 

‘ Well now, as to that, Alice,’ said her husband, ‘you k 
can always help them if the worst comes to the worst I 
touched my money yet, and I shan’t till I’m satisfied my 
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won't want it ’ He got up ‘I’ll just take my plate out to the 
kitchen, dear, and get the cheese ’ 

‘What do you think young legs are for? Kitty, dear, run and 
get the cheese for your father ’ But he was out of the door before 
she could get up , it was a ruse to get rid of his plate before his 
wife could sec how much he had left on it 
‘And so you sec,’ Kitty was saying when he came back *1 
shall go on living here, and when Lcn comes on leave, we can 
ha\c the spare room - if that’s all right with you ’ 

‘Fancy asking such a thing of your own mother 1 * beamed 
Mrs Ferguson ‘Oh, not that bit of cheese, Charlie That’s last 
week’s Fm keeping for cooking Kitty, run and get this week’s 
cheese, it’s hanging under the shelf m a damp cloth And get 
my chocolate ration out of the dresser drawer while you’re 
there No, not you, Lcn Kitty likes to go Funny scrap,’ she 
said, looking after her ‘Fancy asking me if I minded your 
having the spare room 1 As if I wouldn’t give her the roof off 
my head, if she asked for it I might have the spare room done 
up It needs new curtains anyway, and I’ve still got all my 
coupons, though Kitty’ll have to have some for her trousseau I’ll 
make that room really nice, and I want you to feel that this is 
your home whenever you can come ’ She laid a podgy, hard- 
working hand on lus arm ‘Perhaps I can give you the home 
your mother never gave you ’ 

He bit his hp and looked down at his plate, trying to edge his 
arm away imperceptibly 

‘Well, what d’you think of the idea* 7 ’ asked Kitty, coming 
back and banging the door behind her 
‘I don’t see why you shouldn’t do it,’ said her mother, un- 
wrapping her chocolate, ‘provided they do take Len in the Air 
Force Bad and I will talk it over, of course, but you know we 
only want what’s best for your happiness ’ She broke off two 
squares of chocolate and gave one each to Kitty and Len, in 
supreme token of her benevolence 
The more she thought about it, the better she liked the idea of 
this marriage Her minds eye visualized the spare room, seeing 
it with a new eiderdown and curtains hanging from a gathered 
pelmet She would get her mother’s wardrobe out of store, 
where she had been keeping it until Kitty had her own home 
The room was quite big enough to take it Yes, and it would be 
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big enough to have a baby in, loo ; they could alway 
gas-ring fitted in there for boiling kettles. 

Len was silent Things were going well, but in li 
direction. He had anticipated opposition, but this \va 
worse. The mam thing was for Kitty to be happy, and 
tainly looked it now, arguing with her mother about H 
of her wedding dress. But the high spirits which had n 
indulge his amateurish whistle as he walked to the r 
office at lunch-time had long since evaporated. The 
prospect of freedom fiom the factory which for so ma 
had confined him in its noise and smells and argum 
giving place to a regret for its familiarity. He had nev > 
before how many fuends he had there. Regarded i 
would the Air Force mean more than the same wort 
had been doing for years, but with less responsibi! 
discipline and discomfoit and less pay 9 His leaves he 
only too clearly, unless he could manage to save 
sometimes to take Kitty to a hotel 

Two days before Kitty’s wedding, the other girls on T 
came back early from lunch, spilled all the pipes out o 
and festooned them with streamers and ribbons The 
naked celluloid doll on one induction pipe and an ol 
the other, and on her light, shaking with mirth at 
humour, they hung a placaid saying: ‘All right t 
night.’ 

When Kitty came back from lunch, everyone was 1* 
her as she approached the display, giggling and cr 
finally let out a hoot as she saw the placard and hi 
m her hands, shaking her hair from side to side. 

People were staring and calling out from all over < 
A man on the cylinder section was standing up to sc 
one end of a rig that cradled a cylinder block 

‘What’s up?’ asked his mate, who had come in ■ 

- at his overall 

‘They’re razzmg one of the girls on the bench Got 
all tied up with ribbons and things ’ 

Let’s look ’ He climbed up on to the other end « 
‘What’s the idea 7 ’ 

‘She’s going to be married.’ 
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*Oh, is that all?’ The man who had come m late climbed 
down again, swinging the rig so that his mate fell off and 
impaled his slun on a stud 

Edward had difficulty in getting the girls to settle down to 
work They were fooling about excitedly and had begun flick- 
ing rubber piston rings about, which was good fun, but liable 
to put somebody’s eye out Kitty was still m helpless paroxysms 
and unlikely to be good for any work for some time That could 
be overlooked, since she was getting married on Friday, but 
Edward trotted round the bench trying to round up the others 
into some semblance of order before Mr Gurley should shoot 
up his little window 

‘ A joke’s a joke,’ he pleaded, ‘ but you must shut up now and 
get down to work ’ 

'My little Eddie!’ crooned Dmah, hanging round his neck 
and leaving lipstick on hts cheek She had been drinking beer 
instead of eating at lunch-time She could drink it like a man, 
opening her lovely throat and tipping m the beer like pouring 
swill down a sink She dived under the bench, crawled to the 
other side, bit Reeme in the leg and came up filthy 

‘Dinah, your hair ’ ’ said Grace in horror She herself had one 
special day a fortnight for waslung her hair , it came between 
the day for polishing the furniture and her husband’s black day, 
which was stove-cleaning day, when not even a cup of tea could 
be brewed Thinking how she herself would feel if she got her 
hair unexpectedly dirty and had to upset her whole routine 
by washing it, she was horrified for Dinah 
Edward wiped the lipstick off his cheek and left a smear of 
oil instead He liked a joke as much as anybody, but Bob Condor 
was bearing down on his toes from the far end of the shop 
' Shut up 1 ’ said Edward, knocking on the bench with a mallet, 
'and get cracking’’ He loved the girls to be in high spirits, but 
he also loved to think that they paid some attention to what he 
said Whenever they came to him for advice, trustingly sub- 
mitting a part for his ultimatum and either scrapping or retain- 
ing it on his word without a murmur, his heart glowed He 
loved it when they couldn’t turn a nut or get a gear off a shaft, 
and he could do it for them If he failed, lie could always take 
the part into the Fitting Shop, get one of the fitters to do it and 
come back as if he had done it himself It made him smile 

109 



when he thought of Ins first fear of them. Of course, h 
made mistakes, but then to err was human, as he frcqi 
told Wendy Holt when she made one of her muddles wit 
rockers. It was natural that she should make mistakes 
could never be mechanically minded like Freda, for exa 
Bearing in mind that this was the most difficult work for 
so femimne and fragile as Wendy, Edward spoon-fed h 
protected her from the ravemngs of the A.I.D., who, * 
pounced on Dinah, would get answered back, but h 
pounced on Wendy, usually reduced her to tears. 

‘Why haven’t your girls started work?’ asked Bob 
his eyebrows where his hair would have been if his ha 
not started so far back. 

‘Just a bit of fun,’ said Edward. ‘After all, it’s not every 
‘What d’you think this is - a nursery school? Nice 
someone were to come round the factory and see this go 
No wonder your bench gets so many black marks, Le< 
you let them fool about like this. 1 He picked up a pipe 
blue bow on one end, tore off the ribbon and ground it 
foot 

‘That’s unfair,’ said Edward, incensed ‘We’ve 1* 
black marks than the other bench this month.’ He was 
this because it was written on his heart every time the na 
crime of one of his girls was entered m the A.I D.’s bla 
Kitty was feverishly tearing the trimmings off her p* 
hiding the oddments m her tool box The placard, was 
the bench and Edward quickly turned it upside-down 

Mr Gurley’s little window went up with a crash as if 
trying to shatter his glass office. ‘ Condor ! ’ he bellowed 
had beer for lunch, too, but it was all very well for 
could sit back with his feet on the desk if he liked 
leave his mark on Production by raising his voice. 

Dmah didn’t feel like getting down to work She 
denly so bored with her slipper gears that she wanted ' 
and hurl them from her, following them up with the 
Bill was working on mghts all this month, then flat h 
in the side wall which the landlord refused to m* 
Dmah s mother’s only theme, in letters and conv 

was that her pension was inadequate to the incieas 
living 
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‘Look here, Dinah,’ said Edward ‘Even if you Feel as lousy 
as you look, lucre is a war on ’ 

'Oh shut up, Ed This is a bum engine anywav Is it a write- 
off?’ 

‘Yes Right off the map,’ said Edward, but she didn’t laugh 
‘Get cracking, for Heaven’s sake,’ lie said Perhaps lie would 
not have used lus Air Torcc expressions if lie had realized that 
he had picked them up from Don Derris It was mean of him, 
he knew, but Thursdays had been a lot Jess irritating since Don 
went abroad 

‘Only our fun,’ said Dinah, yawning ‘We had to give poor 
little Kitty some sort of show By the way, tlianls for turning 
the card o\cr Bob would have died of shock ’ 

‘Come to that,’ said Edw'ard, sifting down on Rccnic’s vacant 
stool and squinting along her control shaft, ‘I was a bit shocked 
myself I mean, a joke’s a joke, and I’m no prude as you know, 
but this seemed a bit nearer the knuckle for someone like Kitty 
Why, she’s hardly grown up ’ 

‘The Indians do it at twelve,’ said Dinah, ‘but honestly, I 
v never thought about it We always stick up something like that 
I suppose it is a bit crude Still, I bet he’s been Jet in for some- 
thing a lot cruder at his aerodrome or wherever he is ’ 

‘No,’ said Edward ‘I don’t think men do get teased like 
that - not about the girls they marry, I mean ’ 

‘Oh, women arc awful, Ted When you come back from your 
honeymoon, they stare at you, to sec if you look any different 
You’ll see, they’ll do it with Kitty ’ 

‘Nothing sacred, eh*?’ 

‘Not a thing The questions you’re asked - it’s indecent But 
most women don’t seem to mind In fact, they’ll tell you with- 
out waiting to be asked I think they get more kick out of 
talking about it than out of the actual thing ’ 

Edward was amazed ‘You mean they discuss thcr husbands 9 ’ 
‘Of course Try and stop ’em,’ said Dinah ‘And their boy- 
friends too My poor Ted, haven’t you learned by now that 
women have no shame? Why, I bet your own wife - No,’ she 
said on second thoughts, having met Connie once when she 
was visiting her aunt in the ground-floor flat, ‘perhaps not her 
But one girl on tins bench, for instance I won’t tell you who it 
is, but between you and me, she’s having her first fling and my 
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sit down. He was a well-fed, well-dressed man, with thick 
tortoiseshell spectacles with side-pieces like shoe horns, and a 
wide mouth that opened and shut flatly, like a toad catching 
flies. A loop of key chain hung out of his trouser pocket, and 
another little chain, such as Americans wear, lay across his tie. 
‘What are you gentlemen going to drmk?' he asked. 

‘No, allow me.’ Edward got up again. ‘What was yours - 
whisky 7 5 

‘That’s all right,’ said Mr Bell. ‘ Sit down, there's a good chap. 
Harry ! ’ he raised his voice, and Harry came round the partition 
from the Saloon Bar with more alacrity than he had ever given 
Edward when he stood at the bar with only the width of it 
between them. 

‘Double whisky, Harry,’ said Mr Bell, and glanced inquir 
mgly at the other two. 

‘The same for me,’ said Edward, and Dick said, after 
pause. ‘I’ll take whisky,’ as if it were something new he ha* 
thought up ‘ Only safe drink these days,’ said E Dexter Bel 
‘I know for a fact that all the gm is doctored, and as for 
beer - ye gods ! Interesting thing, I met a chap the other da 
who’s by way of being an analytical chemist He’s been wOi 
mg on some Government tests at the various breweries and 
assured me that the average maximum percentage of alco 
content was lower by - let’s see, was it five pomt five, or r 
point ought five? - forget my own name next - than two ye- 
ago ’ He stared at Dick Bennett through his great spectacles a 
Dick nodded his head slowly, impressed 

When Harry appeared behind the bar with the 
Edward was getting up to fetch them, but Mr Bell restrai 
him and Harry lifted a flap and came through with the u 
‘There you are, Mr Bell,’ he said, wiping the table, ‘ 
doubles and a large soda. How’s business?’ 

‘Don’t speak of it, Harry, I’m a ruined man ’ 

‘Aren’t we all 7 ’ said Harry, going gloomily away with 
tray on which was the money with which Mr Bell, shock 
the idea, had forestalled Edward’s hand as it went to his pc 
Dick Bennett had previously allocated a certain amount o 
Petty cash to pay for these drinks, so this upset his calcula 
Af VVOuld ^ ave to have a second round to put them stm 
ter talking about anything and everything except r 
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for ten minutes E Dexter Bell said ‘But \vc didn’t come here 
for idle gossip, however pleasant it may be To work, gentle- 
men' I want to hear all your progress and plans for this Club 
Sparc me nothing, however circumstantial, I’m a business man 
myself and I apppreciate business details I may say I’m inter- 
ested, extremely interested m your little project, so go ahead, 
Edwards, and spare me nothing Tell me exactly how you’re 
going about it,’ he said and then proceeded to tell Edward and 
Dick, almost without pause, how he would go about it if he 
Were they 

In all the conversation, Edward was hampered by a ridiculous 
impulse to call him sir, particularly when lie was talking about 
his rabbits, which made Edward’s own collection seem about as 
impressive as a schoolboy’s hutchful Mr Bell had spoken often 
m his letters of lus champion stud Flemish, one Dexter Royalist 
Edward had marked him down as a likely husband for the best 
of Queenie’s grand children, who already at seven months was 
showing promise of the size after which Edward was striving 
But even if his master agreed, Champion Royalist would never 
look at so humble a bride Why should he, when groomed and 
pampered lovelies from harems all over England came in patent 
tiavelhng boxes to his bridal couch 7 

‘You know,’ Edward said to Dick, when Mr Bell had left 
them to see a man about the proverbial dog, ha-ha, ‘I almost 
wish we hadn’t got mixed up with this man He’s right out of 
our class If we let him have Ins way, he’ll try and make the 
thing too big, he’ll take it out of the reach of the little breeder 
and the novice, who are the people we really want to get at ’ 

Dick was drawing patterns with a ring of spilt liquid on the 
table ‘On principle, old man,’ he said, ‘I’ve no doubt you’re 
right, but the way I looked at it, lie’s just the man we want to 
get us going You can’t run a Club without capital You heard 
him offer to put up the money for our first show, if we needed 
it 7 He’s a real sportsman ’ 

‘All the same,’ said Edward, ‘I can’t quite say why, but I 
don’t like him, you know ’ 

'Don't you?’ said Dick, whose accent always broadened into a 
trace of Yorkshire when lie was surprised Mr Bell came back 
He had flat, important feet and fat thighs that stretched the 
trousers of his chalk-stripe blue suit He walked with his hands 
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in his pockets, his legs rathci wide apait and had a trjck of 
loosening his shoulders inside his coat as if he were feeling the 
power of them. Dick Bennett got up to fetch the drinks that they 
had ordered m his absence, and came back to the table, the 
glasses looking small and breakable in his huge fists. 

‘Oh, not for me/ said Mr Bell smiling ‘I’ve had my ration 
Never take two before dinner Doesn't do the old system an, 
good, you know ’ 

Dick Bennett looked up worried from the account book i 
which he was entering the price of the drinks. 

‘Oh, come on,’ said Edward, ‘since it’s here.’ 

‘Positively not, Edwards, thanks very much all the same, 
must be getting along m any case. I can’t tell you how much Ih 
enjoyed meeting you"and hear mg your plans. We'd better mat 
a date for next week, so that you can keep me ait fait with p- 
gress.’ He had told them that he used to go to Pans on busmu. 
staring into space and shaking his head sadly, he had addc 
‘Ma pauvre Paree. What have they done to you?’ 

Edward finished his drink, offered the third unwanted one 
Dick and when he shook his head, drank it himself and stO' 
up He had told Connie that he would be late, but there w 
no sense in being too late. He was taking Dick back to sup 
with him 

‘Which way do you go 7 ’ asked Mr Bell, shrugging birr 
into a greenish-brown teddy-bear coat with a belt 

‘ Church Avenue,’ said Edward, taking his macintosh off 
peg ‘Along Arthur Road and down the hill.’ 

‘I’ll walk along with you. It’s on my way,’ said E. Dexter ' 
settling his hat at a good angle. Outside the door, he sw' 
on a torch like a lighthouse 

‘I say,’ said Edward, ‘that’s a bit bright, isn’t it? You’ll « 
the Wardens after you if you go about with a light like tha« 
‘Not me,’ said Mr Bell, making the light suddenly dim * 
see, I keep my hand over it when there’s anybody about, 
get the full benefit of it in the quiet streets, where you ne 
I don’t want to break my neck ’ 

Yes, but a light like that could be seen from the sky,’ 
Edward, as they turned into a side street and Mr Bell unco\ 

* * e ^ eam ‘You’re spoiling the whole blackout ’ Three d 

whiskies had made him feel truculent. 
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‘ Oh, they’re a lot less particular about the blackout than they 
were,’ said Mr Bell lightly ‘Anyway, there’s not a Hun within 
miles tonight ’ 

Dick Bennett was in a quandary As a part-time Air Raid 
Warden, even off duty, it was up to lnm to do something about 
the searchlight which preceded them down Arthur Road, as 
treasurer of the Collis Park Domestic Rabbit Club, it was up 
to lum to keep m with Mr Bell He struggled with himself 
Edward, who was annoyed, had begun to hum To cover his 
embarrassment, Dick said heavily ‘ That’s a very fine torch ’ 

‘I believe you,’ said Mr Bell ‘You wouldn’t find one like it 
in the shops, I can tell you You have to know where to go for 
these things But I’m not telling No names, no pack drill, as 
they say By the way, Edwards, you won’t forget to let me have a 
look at that form the B R C sent you, before you send it in 9 
You want to be careful how you fill up a thing like that, you 
know I might be able to put you right on one or two things 
When it’s a question of allocation of rations, you want to 
know how to deal with these people Tell you what, I’ll just 
pop along to your house with you, if you’re only in Church 
Avenue, and pick it up Perhaps I could have a look at your 
stock ’ 

Edward let them into the hall of his house, and switched on 
the spectral blue light Mr Bell pretended to fall over the um- 
brella stand and switched on lus torch, spot-lighting Connie, 
who had come out of the kitchen beyond the stairs, to tell 
Edward and Dick that they were very late and must not be 
surprised if the fish was spoiled 

‘This is Mr Bell, dear,’ said Edward ‘Mr Dexter Bell ’ 

‘How d’you do, Mrs Edwards 7 ’ said Mr Bell ‘Forgive the 
intrusion, but I’m a fellow-fancier of your husband’s We’ve 
been making great plans, Mrs Edwards, great plans ’ 

‘How do you do?’ said Connie ‘The name is Ledward 
Won’t you take off your coat?’ Another of these dreadful rabbit 
men Edward might tell her when he was bringing in strangers 
Here she was, caught out m her stringy old green jumper She 
never bothered to change for Dick Bennett 
‘ Mr Bell’s only just looked in to fetch a paper and have a 
squint at the rabbits,’ said Edward quickly, before she could 
think that he had brought linn to supper ‘ Let’s go out to them, 
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shall we? You’d belter bring that toich I hope you don’t min 
going through the kitchen * Dick and Mr Bell m his teddydr 
coat took up a lot of room m the nariow hall, and Connie ht 
to step inside the living-room doorway to let them go by. 

‘Hullo, Dick 7 ’ she said without enthusiasm. She distinct 
smelt whisky in the air. 

Mr Bell distinctly smelt fish in the kitchen. He stopped sho 
while Edward was unbolting the back door, and sniffed. * M 
he said, ‘something smells good. What is it 7 ’ I will not 
you to supper, said Edward to himself, pretending not to h~ 
and going out into the back garden. ‘Come along,’ he sa 
‘we’re showing a light if X don’t shut the door.' They stood 
the cold, quiet darkness for a moment until Mr Bell’s tOi 
violated the blackout once more He flashed it on the first hu< 
and its occupant, the nervous little grey doe who was 1 
Wendy Holt, shrank against the back wall, blinking. 

‘All right, little thing,’ said Mr Bell shading the torch, as 
crouched down to look at her. ‘They don’t like a bright li* 
you know,’ he said to Edward, who had just been going to 
him that They both squatted in front of the doe, with Mr < 
going ‘Hm . . hm . .’ as he considered her points. ‘I thou 
you said you were going all out for size,’ he said, 
u ‘Yes, I am, really,’ said Edward. ‘I likelier, though I d> 
want to get rid of her ’ He knew he should have done so 1 
ago, when he began to concentrate on the Ledward strain 
had never been anything but a loss, because even when 
litters were not sickly, she was so nervous that she freque 
killed them within the first day or two. She was almost *m 
sible to get into kindle too, as the train journey upset Iw 
much that she would resist the buck like an outraged bi- 
But although she was not really worth food or hutch spa 
refused to part with her He had recently changed hei na 
Wendy Since he had become so fond of the girls on his L 
at Canning Kyles, he had named rabbits after all of t 
Three of Queeme’s latest litter were called Paddy, Made 
and Sheila, and the great bouncing young doe, who c " „ 
cats thiough the wire netting and came back from her k* 
moons with a rollicking eye and a tremendous appetite had 
ago been changed from Princess' to Dinah 
Mr Bell got up and moved on to the next cage ‘You’re 
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lutely wrong,’ he said ‘With a small collection like yours, you 
must, you simply must cut out the dead heads If you’re going 
for size, chuck out anything that doesn’t promise to be big If 
it’s coat you’re after - same tlung applies Chuck out anything 
shabby It’s the only way to get results That’s just the difference 
between the amateur and the professional, you see The 
amateur so seldom has the courage of his convictions ’ 

‘Oh, but I do,’ said Edward, ‘it’s only just that particular 
doe -’ He followed Mr Bell down the line of hutches, trying to 
justify himself, while Dick Bennett followed behind them, 
breatlung heavily in the darkness 

‘Now tlus is a good buck 1 ’ exclaimed Mr Bell in surprise, as 
if Edward didn’t know He shone the torch full on to the great 
blinking Masterman, the pride of Edward’s stock He was only 
young yet, but he was going to keep him as a stud buck He 
had all the qualities necessary for a founder of the Ledward 
strain 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Mr Bell, and lowered himself on to his fat 
haunches to have a closer look Edward couldn’t help being 
gratified by his admiration, because after all, he did know some- 
thing about rabbits Dick Bennett was impressed too He 
squatted behind them like a great bear, whistling softly through 
his teeth ‘You haven’t told me about this one, Ted,’ he said 
enviously ‘You sly old devil, I’d no idea you’d been keeping 
something like this up your sleeve ’ 

‘It’s Masterman, Dick,’ said Edward, ‘you’ve seen him ever 
so often ’ 

‘Have I 9 Surely not He’s never been as big as this He must 
have grown at a tremendous rate then ’ 

‘He has,’ said Edward happily ‘I’ve been trying him on a 
new diet and it seems to be working As a matter of fact, I’ve 
written a letter about it for Backyard Breeding: I’m hopmg 
they’ll put it m tlus week ’ 

‘ Backyard Breeding s” said Mr Bell, getting up and yawning 
to disguise the noise of his bones cracking, ‘sound paper that 
A propos of what I was saying about chucking out, Edwards, 
you ought to read my friend Allan Colley, he’s very hot on 
selective breeding ’ 

‘I know,’ said Edward My fiend Allan Colley ‘Do you know 
him, then?’ 
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‘Know him? Why, bless your heart, were like that,’ said f 
Beil crossing two fingers m the beam of his torch. ‘Known 1 
for ages, met him at shows all over the country. Oh, he’s a gi 
lad is the old collie dog He‘s forgotten more about Flemis’ 
than you or I will ever know. Grand chap * 

‘He must be,’ said Edward. ‘I’ve always wanted to meet hi 
- ‘Well, no reason why you shouldn’t. I-Ic might be micros 
m our little venture. He likes to encourage new enterprise 
might bring him along some day. He lives quite near heie » 
matter of fact - RaynesjTark tie’s got a fine place; house m 
own grounds, and his wife he blew a kiss into the air, ‘w 
a peach! They entertain a lot ’ 

‘I’d love to meet him,’ said Edward, thrilled to the core 
suddenly back in the second eleven, watching the Captai 
the school bearing down on him adoss the field at half-tun 
congratulate him on a lucky goal. He viewed Mr Bell in a c> 
pletely new light 

‘Well, let’s just have a quick dekko at the others while 
here,’ said E. Dexter, ‘and then I must be off, or my sister 
be thinking I’ve gone under a bus.’ His sister? Was she the 
‘Uanmee’? Come to think of it, he had never spoken of a 
in all his conversation about himself. 

‘There aren’t any more,’ said Edward ‘That’s the lot.’ 
‘Oh,’ he said and turned to go indoors, falling over a 
on the way and conveying by his oaths that at ‘Uanmee’ 
didn’t have to go past dustbins to get to the rabbits. 

In the kitchen, he began to sniff again, and even opene 
oven door to look mside ‘I thought so,’ he said, smacki 
lips ‘I know a herring when I smell one. My favourite 
Why d’you have ’em baked though? I always say they 
frying fish ’ So did Edward but he only said : ‘ My wife 
touch fried food, never has been able to.’ 

When he had sent them up to the bathroom to wash, Ed 
went mto the hvmg-room to brave Connie, sitting upri^, 
the laid table, knitting very fast ‘I’m terribly sorry, d*** 
what could I do? He simply asked himself. And he cou 
there was enough for four ’ 1 

t ‘What do you mean, he could see'?’ she asked, knitting " 

The dish is in the oven ’ 

Yes, but he opened it to have a look ’ 

120 



‘Well, what a cheek 1 Did you ever hear of such a thing? Who 
is this Mr Bell, anyway? Someone from the factory’’ 

‘No, he’s m business as a matter of fact I’m not quite sure 
what Quite well-to-do though, by the sound of it I’m awfully 
sorry, Con If I wasn’t such a fool, I’d have found some way to 
get rid of him I’ll go and get the extra plate and things, while 
you dish up They’re just coming down I’m sorry. Con,’ he 
said again, and smiled at her 

‘That’s all right ’ She rolled her knitting round the pins and 
stabbed them through the ball of wool ‘I suppose I can’t object 
to you having guests in your own house, though I must say, it is 
a bit difficult when you never know whether you’re to provide 
for three or thirteen I’ll get the plate,’ she said going to the 
door ‘If I’ve got to go to the kitchen, anyway, there’s no point 
you running about like a flea in a fit ’ She went out ‘And by 
the way,’ she said sternly, putting her head into the room again, 
‘ don’t offer butter with the cheese, or even marge, because 
we’ve none to spare Cheese they can have, though if they eat 
too much, you’ll have to have your macaroni plain tomorrow ’ 


CHAPTER 7 

There were no placards but only, as Dinah had foretold, a lot 
of looks and remarks about circles under the eyes, when Kitty 
came back from her honeymoon, looking faintly surprised but 
otherwise no different 

Why should she? thought Dinah It would take more than 
three days with Leonard Bright to make anyone look different 
One week a year was the maximum leave allowed to Service 
wives, and Kitty and Len had decided to save four days of it in 
case he suddenly got Embarkation Leave later on 
Edward felt sorry for her There she had been on Wednesday, 
with her pipes enfete, blushing and giggling among the ribbons, 
radiantly excited , and on Monday, almost before they had had 
time to notice she was gone, there she was back again, perching 
childishly on her stool and being called Mrs Bnght, with em- 
phatic wit And that was marriage To Edward, she symbolized 
the pathos of every wartime bride Feeling sentimental about 
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her, he tried to think of ways in which he could lessen 
must be the burden of that fust day. He inspected some d» 
taps foi her while she was doing the pipes, and she was gi a 
unaware that the A I D. would be back with them tomo 
with sarcastic inquiries about Mod. 202. All day he kep c 
up and asking her if she wanted any help, and once, a 
had'booked three oil pipes missing on her leport, lie came 
ting back from the dismantling shop where he had taken 
to clean, and she had to rub eveiything out. 

She had expected it to feel queer to come back and w or v 
after three days of being married, but by the end of t ie a 
found it almost impossible to believe that she had ever 
away The day had been so exactly like other days, no mor 
less tedious. She had gone through all the usual phases . 
and depressed at first and inclined to wish that whoever 1 
had never invented the internal combustion engine, so t 


towards him after tea and a margarine roll at half-past nm 
brought her fingers alive at last, bearing up until at 
eleven-thirty it became evident that lunch-time would 
come, quite lively after the hour’s break, but falling away 
an early tea mto the state that made her shake her 
unbelievingly at half-past four and at intervals at 
until at half-past five she struck an interesting patch of woi 
looked up suddenly to see that it was five to six and she 
have to fly for the toilet if she wanted to be out when 
rang 

She felt no different She had to keep telling herself 
was married and looking down at her ring, because she 
feel married at all Going listlessly through an unexcitingl 
feet set of pipes, she thought again of the week-end he 
that had made her into a married woman, with an Air 
allowance book and a new identity card, and tried to m 
seem real Long before she met Len, she had always visu 
her honeymoon as the peak of her life - Paradise at the 
living in beautiful memory for years afterwards, with 
fading photographs and a pressed flower, perhaps, and a 
card. Well, she had got the hotel bill, which her mo* - 
described as highway robbery, but as for living throu 
years, the memory of her week-end honeymoon was 
growing faint after one day The factory and the girls, aw 
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Edward in that familiar maroon tie, seemed much more real 
Hie other was just an interlude impossible to believe that it 
could have any effect on the course of her life 

It had been over almost before she knew it had begun On 
the Thursday she had been to the hairdressers and then come 
home to soak her nails and wnte a few laboured letters to aunts 
and to Mr Sommers at her father’s firm, thanking them for 
presents that would remain packed away until she and Len 
got their own home after the war Then she had stood fidgeting 
for hours with her mother kneeling at her feet, talking through 
a mouthful of pins while she adjusted the hem of her wedding 
dress In the evening, Len had turned up for supper, but Mrs 
Ferguson had sent him laughingly away, saying that it was bad 
luck He had told Kitty afterwards that he had rounded up 
some pals for a drink, but she didn’t think he had had any 
supper 

After their own meal, which she had chosen - sausages and 
chips and jam fritters - Kitty had gone out to the telephone box 
on the corner and rung up Len’s aunt, with whom he was stay- 
ing It seemed very important to speak to him, as if in that last 
minute she could find out what he was really like, but he was 
not in She had gone home and had a bath, and her mother ' 
had made her drink hot milk in bed, although she was still full 
of jam fritters Her father had come up to kiss her good night, 
which was unusual for him, as his sciatica didn’t take him up 
and down stairs very easily She had fallen asleep to the burr of 
his treadle fretsaw coming up through the floor under her bed 

All the part in the church and afterwards at the buffet lunch 
at home, where everyone had declared they didn’t know how 
Mrs Ferguson did it and they had never seen such a spread m 
I wartime, had seemed unreal even at the time When she and 
Len were in the taxi on the way to the station, they had sud- 
denly looked at each other, awe-stricken, and then begun to 
giggle They seemed to have giggled a lot in the next few days 
in the train, when the woman in the W V S uniform and the 
man with the drop on the end of his nose had a row about 
opening the window , at the hotel at Banbury, when the sweet 
was called CiCtne Montecailo and turned out to be cold rice 
shape with raisins in it, and agam in the train coming home, 
when they had to stand in the corridor and the man next to Len 
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had kept falling forward and bumping his nose on the wi 
What had they done all the time in between 9 
They had got up late - that had made the morning go q 
Then there was lunch in the big crumby dining-room, 
took a long time as there was only one waitress. Afterwar- 
had sat m the lounge looking at the papers and each begj 
other to say what they wanted to do, fortunately disco 
at last that they both wanted to take the bus into Oxfoi 
go to the cinema On Sunday they had gone for a walk 
ram, and Kitty had discovered that her new shoes let in 
Lunch had been roast beef that day, followed by hot ja* 
which Len enjoyed It was nice to find something he did 
because he was fussy about his food as a rule, but the ,v 
would not allow him a second helping Now that she t 
about it, Kitty had really been hungry all the time the 
there, m spite of the buns which they had bought in 
and eaten afterwards m the bedroom When they were p 
on Sunday, they had found a bun left over and after so 
cussion, had thrown it out of the window m case the 
finding it m the wastepaper basket, should think it odd 
When they got back to London, Len had wanted to ta 
out to dinner, so they had gone straight to the West En 
the station They had tried several places, but everywh 
full Len was for going back and queumg at the Regent 
but Kitty had suddenly stopped dead m Leicester Squ^i 
her bag down on the pavement and said* ‘I’m awfully 
Len, but I’m tired Let’s go home Mother will give us 
thing to eat, and after all, she’ll want to see somethmg 
before you go back to Wales tomorrow.’ They had h 
, an argument, stepping on and off the pavement to avoir* 
knocked mto by people and cars alternately. 

When they did get home, Kitty’s mother had worn h 
that she had seen on the faces of some of the girls this m 
- but only for an instant The next, she had taken her i 
arms with a scything movement and was hugging her an 
mg from side to side whiie Len put down the bags am 
up his gas-mask and greatcoat 

It was a good thing they had come home, because it 
out that her mother had been expecting them all the time 
was a fluffy fish pie m the oven, and some trifle left ovc 



the wedding Mr and Mrs Ferguson had already had high tea, 
as it was his evening on at the Warden’s Post, but Kitty’s 
mother sat at the table while they ate, watching every mouthful 
on and off their plates and picking absent-mindedly at the loaf 
while she plied them with questions It was a bit awkward after 
supper When Mrs Ferguson was m the kitchen, Len had said 
to Kitty ‘Let’s go upstairs, darling,’ but they had not liked to 
go up to bed together In the end, Kitty had gone up first, while 
he said he would just have a smoke and look at the paper Her 
mother went up and talked to her while she undressed Much 
later, when they were m bed, Kitty had heard her father come 
home, but instead of coming in to kiss her good night, like other 
Sundays, she heard his shoes creak to a stop outside the door, 
and after a pause he had tapped softly and said ‘Good night, 
Katie Glad to have you back ’ 

Kitty put the last pipe back into” the box, wiped her hands, 
and thought of this morning and how odd it had been to wake 
in the spare-room, that was now called Len and Kitty’s room, 
and had new rust-coloured curtains and a new rug over the 
worn patch of carpet by the bed The note of the alarm had been 
the same and she had smothered it at once as usual and dozed 
guiltily for a minute or two When she did open her eyes, she 
couldn’t understand at first why she was looking at the brass 
handle of a dark-brown wardrobe door instead of at the picture 
of St Christopher carrying Christ over the stream, which she 
had had fot her Confirmation 

She dressed very quietly, but when she came up to the bed to 
wake Len to say good-bye, she saw that he had been awake all 
the time and watching her He would be gone when she got 
back tonight There were so many tilings she wanted to say, but 
no time to say them As it was, he made her very late, and she 
flew downstairs, cramming a folded piece of bread and butter 
into her mouth on her way through the kitchen to get her 
bicycle It would never do to clock in late this morning, she 
could imagine the remarks 

Her mother, with her pigtail hanging down the back of her 
black quilted dressing-gown, brought her sandwiches out to the 
gate as usual, bewailing ‘all that good bacon in the oven’ It 
was so hke ordinary days that it was almost impossible to be- 
ieve ^at behind that bow window up there her husband lay in 
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bed, with lus uniform folded neatly over the back of a 
and his brushes on the chest of diaweis. He was very tidy 
his things. His toothpaste and sponge-bag were never in a 
like heis, and after he had shaved, he put everything away 
oilskin bag instead of leaving them soapy and scattered 
father did. 

Tonight, when she got back, he would be gone. A 
pedalled away into the cold wind, with her lamp going 
each bump and coming on again at the next, he was gc 
ready and she was Miss Ferguson again, too fat in nav 
trousers and a red jetsey, with her lunch m greaseproof 
in the basket of her bicycle. 

Bob Condor had recently taken to coming up at a q»’ 
six and asking Edward* ‘Where are all your girls?’ 

Edward couldn’t veiy well say ‘Washing’, because 
not allowed until five to six. He looked innocently aro 
the bench were not empty except for Grace, still checking 
like an automaton, Madeleine re-readmg her report to 
sure it was right, and Wendy Holt scribbling notes on 
had inspected, because she knew she would nevei re 
until tomorrow ‘By the way. Condor,’ said Edward 
‘I’d like to ask yout opinion on this rotor D’you m 
can salvage those vanes, or are they too far gone?’ Bob 
never resist an appeal for lus opinion, but even the buC 
fitting lus jeweller’s spy-glass into his eye and calling for 
paper arid digging at the rotor with a little steel pick and 
‘I’d make them redundant foi poshible shalvage,’ f i 
diveit him Putting down the rotor, he looked at Edw 
the spy-glass still m his eye, as if he were trying to see i 
bram, and said again, ‘Where are all your girls 9 ’ 

‘Oh - somewhere about,’ said Edward vaguely ‘ 
Madeleine and Grace and Wendy . . and heie come 
and Dinah,’ he added, wishing that they were not so bl 
carrying soap and nail brushes 

‘Shee here, Ledward,’ said Bob, unscrewing the spy-_ 
you’ve no conti ol over the girls, as apparently you hav~ 
might at least persuade them to go over to wash m o 
hvGs, and not the whole ruddy bench at a time , then if 
man or anybody came round, it wouldn’t notice ’ . 



agreed and wandered away With the whole Shop packing up 
and easing itself towards the moment when the six o’clock hell 
should send them flying, why did Bob Condor always pick on 
him 7 Why not the chalk-test girls, who were already winding 
scarves around their heads and turning out the lights? He sus- 
pected that Bob had a down on hnn because he was well in 
with Mr Gurley 

As it was Thursday, Edward was in no particular hurry to 
get away He saunteicd over to the coat pegs behind the 
scuttling crowd and stood unhurriedly winding his scarf round 
his neck and calling out ‘Good night’ to his girls as they rushed 
by him Dinah was the first away, half in and half out of her 
coat, a loaded string bag bumping around her knees Bill was 
home early tonight, and she wanted to get the beds and a sem- 
blance of housework done before he came in and tried to do 
it Freda was close on her heels She never wasted time over 
anything, much less putting on clothes The collar of hci tweed 
overcoat was turned in and the laces of her brogues untied She 
had not combed her hair since this morning, and possibly not 
since she went to bed last night 

‘’Night, Eddie 1 ’ Sheila ran off, looking clean and pretty in a 
halo hat She had taken a long time washing tonight and had 
come out of the toilet looking quite different from when she 
went m She was meeting David in a bar and they were going 
to be what he called ‘civilized people’ and have dinner some- 
where smart to celebrate his having sold a story Ivy passed 
Edward without a word on very lugh heels, her hair tied into a 
turban and the collar of her hard fur coat turned up round her 
thin neck Edward often wondered what she got up to out of 
working hours and was sure it was no good, whether she was 
with that drunken swine of a husband or somebody else She 
always left the factory and returned to it with a secret, hostile 
look, as if defying anyone to inquire into her private life 

Kitty had told Edward that her husband would be gone when 
she got home, but she would have been surprised to know how 
sad he felt for her as she trotted off m her red scarf and thick 
gloves, looking like a child sent out to play in the snow 

‘6ood night, Madeleine 

‘Good night, Edward Don’t be late in the morning 1 ’ That 
was one of her little jokes Since Christmas, Madeleine had 
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taken to wearing trousers. With them, she wore a mauve ci o 
jumper with a butterfly brooch, court shoes with buckles 
Louis heels, a daik-green waisted coat with a fur collar 
her best black winter hat with the little veil. Paddy, folio 
her out, wondered how she could ever have thought it f» 
when now it just made her despau. She was going to go t 
eaily tonight and make up last night’s sleep The Amc 
Army was all very well, but it had brought with it to Lo 
its New York habit of ‘going on some place else* and 
seemed to have heard of going to bed. She would put o 
letter to Dicky just one moie day, until she could concoct - 
thing a bit more inspiring than her last two, which, she 
lected contritely, had been too full of complaints to bring 
to a man in the desert who had only a gallon of watei a * 
wash, shave, drink and fill his radiator. 

Giace and Reeme went off arm-in-arm, looking wai 
‘Good night, Edward,’ they said and Reenie giggled, be 
she didn’t know why, but the name Edward always so 
funny Grace was pulling her along, her mind on the * 
with which her husband had won her undying love short 


marriage. 

Edward was into his Burberry and had lit a pipe to k 
warm on the way home A skmny labouier m dungai 
running his hand down the light switches and the sh 
almost dark before he saw that Wendy Holt had not 3 
home She was bending over something in a comer ur 
hanging overalls 

‘Not gone yet, Wendy 9 You’ll miss your bus ’ 

She looked up, her face pale for an instant and then o 
as the labouier reached the last switch and hopped dov 
his step-ladder. ‘Oh, I don’t go by bus - theie’s not o 
near. I walk It isn’t very far ’ She bent again to the bn 
the floor, half-kneelmg over it, tugging at a cord imp 
‘What on earth are you playing at 9 ’ He felt taller T 
as he stood over her. ‘Can I help you 9 ’ 


‘Oh, no - it’s all right, really It’s only these blankets 
them at lunch-time today and the girl in the shop tied 
so 1 could cairy them, but now the string seems to have 
She tugged agam ‘ I’ll never get them home unless I’ve g 
thing to hold them by.’ 


128 



‘Here, let me do it ’ Edward squatted down beside her She 
had tied the string tightly around the middle of the blankets, 
but they were coming unfolded and falling out all over the 
place Wendy held his torch while he struggled to undo her 
knot 

‘Oh, thanks awfully,’ she said, when he stood up with a 
moderately wieldy bundle under his arm, and held out her 
own arms for it 

‘I’ll carry it down to the clockhouse for you,’ he said ‘You 
shine the torch ’ They picked their way round a bench and past 
a trolley abandoned in the gangway by Charlie and his women 
when the bell struck The darkness was full of brooding, 
metallic shapes Here and there a gear grinned or a polished 
shaft gleamed in the light as Wendy’s torch passed over them 
Drawn up by the door weie the humped, headless torsos of 
assembled engines, shrouded in canvas like bodies m a morgue 
Hitching up the blankets, Edward held open the little door 
inside the big door for Wendy and then stepped through him- 
self, backwards, bringing the bundle through after lum The 
Shop stretched away into vaults of gloom it might have been 
a hundred yards long, or limitless Quiet as a cathedral, but 
packed from end to end with the potentialities of a noise so 
great that two men sitting cheek by jowl behind it would have 
to speak to each other through microphones 

Edward shut the door and joined Wendy out on the track 
‘It’s lighter out than in,’ they both said at once, and then 
laughed The gate-keeper in the clockhouse looked at them 
cynically as they each made their separate ‘ping’ in the silence 
that ten minutes before had been an orchestra of pings 

‘Looks bad,’ said the gatekeeper, ‘cornin’ out a quarter of a 
hour later with blankets over your arm ’ Pleased with his joke, 
he repeated it ‘I say, it looks bad coming out a quarter of a 
hour -’ 

‘Been working overtime,’ said Edward, crisply ‘ Good night <’ 

‘ Overtime I don’t think,’ said the gatekeeper to the boy who 
was collecting the cards, as the door swung to behind them 
I say, overtime I don’t think, or you wouldn’t catch ’em clock- 
ing out a minute before the quarter but a minute after, so’s to 
get the credit for the next quarter Ah, yes - there’s some funny 
things goes on in tins factory I’ve seen more than I care to tell 
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about/ What he did tell about was so much that if he ha 
seen it the factory would have been closed down long a 
family were all adenoidal from listening open-mouthc 
stones he brought home. 

Edward was carrying Wendy's bundle up the Estat 
‘This is much too heavy for you,’ he said. ‘I can't till 
you managed to get back with it lunch-time.’ 

‘It was a bit of a struggle. I had to keep stopping to 
up. I expect you noticed I came in late. I’m awfully soi- 
‘Good Lord, I don’t mind,’ he said. ‘If all the girls 
good timekeepers as you, there wouldn’t be as much 
You haven’t had any time out since I’ve been in yo<- 
bave you?’ 

‘No, I don’t think so.’ Wendy never even took the 
that they were allowed once a week for shopping. I 
missing the overtime bonus, and she couldn’t afford tha 
they got to the main road, she said : ‘I’ll take the blanlo 
It was awfully land of you to carry them.’ 

‘Which way d’you go? Perhaps we go in the same 
‘No, we don’t.’ She shook her smooth tail of hair. ‘I 
to the right and you go straight on, don’t you? I’ve - 
‘Well, I’ll walk along with you a bit. I’m not in a h”> 
can’t possibly manage these in the dark; they’re 
heavy.’ 

‘Oh, yes, I can,’ she protested, pulling at the bundle, 
me them I don’t want to make you late : you go on b 
‘Wouldn’t dream of it,’ he said, holding the blank 
tightly. The feebleness of her tugging made him feel 
‘Where do you live?’ he asked sternly. 

‘Queensdale Road, but -’ 

‘ Queens dale Road! That’s nothing, hardly out of 
all Let go the blankets or I’ll dr op' them. Come on I’ll 
home.’ 

He strode ahead, while she trotted beside him, still pr 
Presently he slowed down his athletic stride, but he nc 
she still took two steps to his one. She had tiny, use! 
bones that skittered under the weight even of so slig 
They talked about the factory for a while, and then 
silence He knew very little about her outside the fact 
r twice he had brought his stool up beside her at tea 
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they had only talked about the news or how it would soon be 
Christmas, or, more recently, what a long time it seemed since 
Christmas and hadn’t it gone in a flash 
She was wearing a grey coat with a rupped-in waist and a full 
skirt Her small feet looked chunky in ankle socks and flat 
shoes as they moved unobtrusively beside his He had a sudden 
impulse to tell her that he had a rabbit at home called Wendy, 
but instead he said 
‘D’you live with your people 9 ’ 

‘Yes,’ she said 

‘What, mother and father, eh?’ 

‘Yes’ 

‘Just you alone, or have you got brothers and sisters?’ 

‘No,’ she said ‘We’ve got to cross here and go down that 
road on the right That brings us into Queensdale Road I’m 
afraid you’re going to be awfully late Do give me the blankets 
now I can easily manage them just that little way ’ 

‘If it’s such a little way, it won’t make much difference to my 
being late,’ said Edward On the corner of Queensdale Road, 
she stopped and said again, ‘Let me take them now You could 
turn off here and get down into the High Street ’ Edward walked 
on, pretending not to hear, because he wanted to see where 
she lived 

Queensdale Road was a cul-de-sac, ending in a corrugated 
iron fence topped with spikes Wendy lived at the end near the 
fence, in a little house with a grey slate roof, flush on to the road 
like a miner’s cottage Edward could not see much else about 
the house, except that the front window showed chinks of light 
at the sides of the curtain 

‘You ought to have a better blackout than that, living so near 
the railway,’ he said, resting the blankets on his lup while Wendy 
fumbled m her bag 

‘I know,’ she said, ‘isn’t it awful 9 I had such trouble fixing 
it up, but every time anyone draws it, it seems to get torn 
Anyone being her father, who cared nothing for air-raid 
Wardens, though a gieat deal for German bombers, and always 
turned out the light at the mam when an air-raid warning was 
on 

Wendy opened the door and stood aside for Ed\' ard to put 
the bundle down m the hall lie stepped bad on to the door- 
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step, and she made no move either to invite him in 
him out. 

‘Well, good-bye,’ he said Although they called ca 
Ted and Wendy at the factory, somehow they had not b 
to since they had left it. They were more like people ju 
duecd than people who had spent nine and a half hours 
six days a week for six months. 

A door opened and Wendy’s mother came into 
flustered at the sight of Edward, whom she took for the 
again 

‘Oh, dear,’ she began 

‘This is Mr Ledwaid, Mother,’ said Wendy ‘From 
tory I bought those blankets I told you about at Ring'' 
and he’s carried them home for me ’ 

‘Well, that is nice,’ said Wendy's mother, coming 
with her old-fashioned walk that looked as if she had 
‘How do you do, Mr Ledward? I’m sure it’s very m 
to help Wendy.’ He noticed that she kept looking be 
at the closed door, as if she were afraid of something ^ 
m a low voice and Wendy answered her in the same 
that Edward found himself almost whispering, too 1 
like three people talking outside a sick room, and 
wondered if it were Wendy’s father who was ill 
Suddenly Wendy said : ‘ "Why don’t you come inside 
the door? It’s quite cold, Mother, I think the least we 
give him a cup of tea before he goes home, don’t yc 
both glanced swiftly at the closed door 

‘I don’t see why not,’ said her mother, hesitantly. 
‘Oh, no, really,’ murmured Edward ‘Please don’t 
wouldn’t dream 

‘Yes, you would,’ said Wendy. ‘I’m sure you’d 
Anyway, it’s the least we can do after you carryi 
blankets all the way home, isn’t it. Mother 7 ’ 

‘I - yes, of course, dear,’ said Mrs Holt, with her 
her mind on the door Whatever had come over Wen* 
such a suggestion 7 Surely she was not going to take 
the living-room? There had been circus enough last - 
Had had come down from his bedroom to find 
Savings lady m there. She blushed now to think of 1 
ad carried on, as if the poor lady were trying to 
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That had been bad enough, but he would be even worse with a 
man, because he thought all men were after Wendy, and to take 
lum into the sitting-room where Dad was settled with the 
evening paper It was sheer madness Whatever would this Mr 
Ledward think’ 

But Wendy was saying, ‘Come on, then D’you mind coming 
into the kitchen It’s warmer there ’ 

‘Yes, he could come into the kitchen,’ breathed Mrs Holt 
more hopefully It was so long since they had had anyone 
to the house, it would be quite a treat to have a little com- 
pany ‘We could all have some tea in the kitchen ’ They 
could have another cup later on with Dad, and he need never 
know 

‘It’s very land of you, Mrs Holt, but I really ought to be 
getting along ’ Edward was terrified of disturbing whoever was 
so ill behind that door They stood m the dark hall like three 
conspirators plotting anarchy, and when Wendy finally over- 
came Ins hesitation, they tip-toed past the door as if they were 
on the way to the Vaults of the House of Commons 
Once safely m the kitchen with the door shut, everyone 
breathed more freely, although there was hardly room for the 
three of them to move m the tiny room Mrs Holt spoke in a 
normal voice, and Wendy began to hum softly as she turned 
up the flame under the kettle and reached m the cupboard for 
cups, which she could do without moving There was nowhere 
to sit, so Edward leant against the flap-table, with his legs 
crossed and his arms folded, trying to appear at ease Every 
now and then, Mrs Holt would glance towards the door, as if 
she expected to see the Fiankenstcm monster walk through 
it 

‘I got the fish, Mother,’ said Wendy, calculating how strong 
she could make the tea and still leave enough until Saturday 
‘It’s m my string bag over there ’ 

‘I’ll just wash it then, shall I’’ said her mother, peering about 
for it without putting on her glasses, ‘and put it on the stove, 
- otherwise we shall be late with your Dad’s supper and that 
would never do ’ She tried to imply a beloved figure stamping 
t : " home from work and bellowing jovially for the attentions lav- 
^ ished on lum so willingly by his women ‘That would be too 
bad,’ she said brightly, her face betraying just how bad it would 
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be. She took her gold-rimmed oval spectacles out of 
that dangled at her waist, and m three paces was at the 
sink. 

Wendy made the tea and poured out with a great 
domesticity. ‘Sugar? We’ve got lots,’ she lied, piepared 
hers unsweetened for the sake of hospitality. Mrs Holt 
in the fish, dripping through the colander on to the fl 
Wendy put it on to boil. Both she and her mother ga 
souls for fried fish, but Mr Holt had once read an articl 
that frying destroyed nourishment and they had had it 
or boiled ever since. Of all the truth and nonsense that 
m the paper and frequently decried, certain things 
stuck in his bram and became a ruling passion. So-iu 
worked the other way : he was so incensed by what 
that he went all out foi the contrary. No carrot was 
near the house since the Ministry of Food had sta.< 
campaign. 

It was quite a party in the kitchen. They all stood 
gether, and sipped their tea, and nodded and chatted, 
leaned against the flap table, Wendy against the stove, 
steam from the fish saucepan dampening her hair, 
mother, who was built all in one piece and the wrong 
leaning, stood by the window with her little finger well 
feeling very social. Edward was telling them about hi 
Most interesting it was, and drew from Mrs Holt 
and exclamations of ‘Well, I say !’ 

Wendy wondered what the other girls would say if t 
see her entertaimng Edward She knew they liked him, 
they laughed at him and called him indelicate things * 
back, but they had no idea what he was really like N* 
ever heard him talking seriously and interestingly hk 
the factory he was always making jokes. She herse 
ever spoke to him about anything but work, but pe 
he knew her better they would have some interesting 
tions It would be nice if he sometimes brought his s + 
end of the bench at tea-time, because she had nobc 
to at her end except Ivy, who despised her, and ft *’ 
always shouting up at Dinah at the other end Ti 
Grace opposite her, who talked untiringly on the 
su ject of housekeeping. Wendy liked to hear people 
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their homes and compare them with what she would have, but 
Grace ovcidid it She had a way of opening her eyes very wide 
at you, as if she would hypnotize you into listening Wendy had 
once spent nearly an hour in a hind of coma induced by the 
saga of Grace’s hnen cupboard, and had come to to find that 
the other girls had finished the engine and left for the next 
bench, while her hands had been lying idle among the rockers 
Edward, now, was what you would call clever, and Wendy 
admired clever people because she knew she was not clever 
herself 

The atmosphere in the little kitchen was conducive to another 
cup of tea all round Wendy wished she could offer something 
to eat, but they had no biscuits or cake, and although there was 
plenty of bread, you couldn t swindle butter as you could tea 
Edward, who had been about to say that he really ought to go, 
was started off again about the rabbits by his second cup No 
one had ever shown such a gratifying interest in them before, 
even people like Dick Bennett, who were m the Fancy them- 
selves, only listened m order to be able to talk about their ov'n 
stock 

‘Oh, I do wish I could sec them >’ Wendy said ‘They sound 
so sweet 1 ’ 

‘Pretty dears chorused her mother 

‘I tell you what,’ said Edward, looking from one to the other 
enthusiastically ‘you ought to come along and see them one 
day Wendy and I could pick you up after work, Mrs Holt, and 
take you along Oh, no - it would be too dark You’d have to 
come on a Sunday, any Sunday - I’m always there Why don’t 
you 7 This next Sunday, if you like ’ 

‘Oh, I’d love to 1 ’ said Wendy spontaneously, and Mrs Holt 
looked as wistful as if it were a treat of the first order ‘D’you 
think we could ~ 7 ’ she began 

‘ Of course 1 ’ said Edward heartily, thinking she v as doubting 
him, not herself ‘Do come this Sunday You ought to conic 
soon, because I \c got a litter just at the perfect age - hi c tojs, 
vou’ll think thej arc And wait till jou see my Mastcrman 1 I’ll 
guarantee jouve neser seen a rabbit like that m jour lues 
And he’s tame, too, Wendy You can hate him in jour arms 
and do anything \ou like with him In his enthusiasm, he \ as 
raising his \oice 
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‘It would be lovely ’’ Wendy and her mother looked 
other with shining eyes 

‘Say you’ll come on Sunday, then?’ 

‘Yes, we will.’ Wendy nodded eagerly. It really seenr 
moment as if they could, but in the next moment, wh 
all stood there smiling, delighted with each other, the do* 
the hall was wrenched open and in the doorway stood 
man with baggy knees and a shock of white hair stan« 
his head like a cockatoo’s crest His face was working, 
v as his voice 

Wendy took a step nearer to her mother, and Edward 
for a place to put down his cup, and, finding none, went 
mg it awkwardly. The three in the kitchen stood trans 
if they had been found in each other's bedrooms. For tt 
him, Edward could not think wliat he had done wroi 
could feel the sense of guilt creeping over him 

Mr Holt was shouting as if he were in the Albert Hal 
of two feet away from his panic-stricken audience. * Wh 
name of all the saints m Heaven? . . . mean nothing to 
I should perish of starvation before you’ll lift a fin to 
God sees me, this is my house, and I will not - 1 will n 
have it used as a hotel . I will not -!’ There were 
thmgs he would not, but one tiling he would, and th« 
know who, in the name of all that was just and I’ 
Edward. 

Edward had never been so embarrassed m his life, 
thought was to get away, but the gabbling, gesticnl > 
stood between him and freedom. There was not even 
retreat from it, so he had to stand m the line of fir 
foolishly, with the cup and saucer held before bin 
offering 

‘Father -’ Wendy stepped forward when he paused * 
whistling intake of breath ‘ Father, this is Mr LedwaH 
factory - he carried some things home for me ’ 

‘We were just having a cup of tea, as it’s so cold,’ p 
Holt, with her instinct for fanning the flame. She 
tears as it leapt forth at her. Mr Holt began to jig up 
m his rage With, only a vague idea of What he was an 
he had already worked himself up to the pitch of 
that he was angry It didn’t matter what he said, fc 
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everything, and went all out for hysteria Edward began to 
wonder if he were quite normal So this was why they had 
whispered m the hall 

Suddenly Mr Holt leaped aside and stood with quivering 
knees and arm ontflung towards the front door It was obvious 
whom he meant, and Edward was only too thankful, with an 
apologetic glance at the other two and a few uncertain passes 
with his cup, which eventually landed it on top of the stove, to 
make for safety Wendy was close behind him, hurrying him 
on She was almost in tears 

‘I’m so sorry,’ she kept saying, ‘I don’t know what you’ll 
think I’m so sorry 1 ’ Passing him, and turning to look up at 
him with her hand on the doorknob, she said ‘You’d better 
go’ - as if anything could have stopped him The noise con- 
tinued from the kitchen, where Mrs Holt was still cornered 
Edward racked his brain for something to say to show Wendy 
how sorry he was for her and that he did not think it funny, 
but nothing came And he did think it funny dashed funny 1 
‘You’d better go,’ she repeated, opening the door ‘The 
doctor has said he mustn’t get excded, but the least little thing 
upsets him He’s been ill, you know His nerves have been m a 
terrible state ever since the blitz, he had a Nervous Breakdown ’ 
‘Yes, of course - a Nervous Breakdown,’ said Edward, grasp- 
ing at the magic words which dignify hysteria into a disease 
‘Well - good night,’ he said She would want to shut the door 
before the neighbours heard the noise There was no need for 
either of them to mention next Sunday 

‘Good night,’ she said, sadly The ranting voice filled the 
shadows behind her It was like leaving a sacrifice m the lion’s 
den ‘Are you sure you’ll be all right?’ said Edward on the 
doorstep ‘Wouldn’t you like me to get a doctor or - or some- 
thing?’ 

‘Oh, no 1 ’ She gave a little laugh ‘There’s nothing to worry 
about He’ll be perfectly all right after a good night’s sleep ’ 
She laughed again, nervously, as if she could laugh off the 
blare from the kitchen which proclaimed how all wrong she 
was 

Edward could hear it even after the door was shut and he was 
on his way up Queensdale Road The tm fence seemed to am- 
plify it and throw it about his ears But long after he was out of 
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its range, he kept hearing it and mopped imaginary sw 
his forehead and said aloud ‘ Phew l ’ and wondered ho v, 
was getting on. 

He seemed to be dogged by noise tonight. When he 
self in at Ins own front door, an hour later than his in- 
voices came out to meet him from the half-open liv 1 • 
door. They were arguing about something, and they we 
too , he heard the noise of knives and plates and ho 
was something left for him. He thought he would go a 
first, but as his foot was on the bottom stair, Connie 
‘Is that you, Ted? Where on earth have you been 9 ’ 
‘Come in here, my boy’’ boomed his father-m-1 
explain yourself Counsel for the Prosecution will no 
examine you 9 ’ When he laughed, he said ‘Ha, ha, ha,’ 
is printed 

Edward went in and stood before them like the htt 
‘When Did You Last See Your Father?’ which hung 
mantelpiece They had all suspended eating for a m- 
loolc at him and hear what he had got to say. 

‘Sorry I’m late, Con,’ he said easily. ‘Fact was, I ha« 
man about the Rabbit Club. I didn’t tell you becaus 
think I’d be long, but he kept me talking hours!’ * 
turned once more and the scene came to life. Dorothy 
began to chew again, and Mrs Munroe’s fork c 
journey to her mouth and descended, while she diges 
formation along with the baked cod 

‘Oh, that awful Rabbit Club,’ said Connie, dis 
‘He’s mad about it, you know,’ she said to her f »t 
parent excusing a child 

Mrs Munroe swallowed, and her face was once 
between the heavy coils of hair ‘You’ll run into trc 
that Club if you don’t look out. You never did have 
business Every day you read about somebody stai* 
these crackbrained schemes and going bust ’ 

‘The trouble is, ’ said Mr Munroe, ‘you’ve got 
Can’t start a club without capital Why, I rememb 
founded our Whist Club 

‘But we have got capital,’ said Edward. ‘I told you 
Dexter Bell He’s willing to advance us anything we 
the subscnptions start coming in.’ 
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‘Oh, a Jew, eh?’ said Mrs Munroe, to whom anyone con- 
nected with finance was a Jew 

‘No, he’s not, as a matter of fact,’ said Edward, and dis- 
covered that Connie was saying it, too ‘He’s quite well-to-do, 
though, I should say,’ she continued ‘I can’t tlunk why he 
bothers with this daft little idea of Ted’s and that awful Dick 
Bennett ’ 

‘Something fishy somewhere,’ said her mother, removing a 
bone 

‘Oh, I wouldn't go so far as to say that,’ went on Connie 
‘He doesn’t seem that sort of person He’s got his own business 
- estate agents, didn’t you say, Ted - somewhere m the Blooms- 
bury district, I believe Do get on with your fish. Pa You’re 
terribly slow, and you’ll only want some more after we’ve all 
finished ’ 

‘Estate agents, eh’’ he said, ignoring her request and begin- 
ning to cut his bread into maddening squares ‘ Must be making 
a mint of money I met a chap the other day who told me that 
every flat that’s let in London now could have been let twice 
over and then again, The City’s choc full You’ve only got to go 
into the restaurants and see the queues ’ 

‘Well, we know that. Pop,’ said Dorothy ‘We’ve all been to 
the Tuck-Inn and we’ve all stood in a queue and we all know 
that when we did get a table there wasn’t anything hot left, 
because you’ve been talking about it ever since ’ 

‘Well, there wasn’t anything hot, was there’’ He turned Ins 
slow aggrieved eyes on her ‘I had to have Spam, and had a 
thirst all night in consequence that got me out of bed three 
times to drink out of the jug on the washstand I can’t see the 
harm in stating a fact that happens to be true, and there was 
nothing hot, and I don’t care who asks me, if it was the Prime 
Minister himself, I should tell him we stood in a queue for 
half an hour at Tuck-Inn and there was nothing hot left ’ He 
popped a small square of bread into his mouth and chewed as 
if it were a mouthful 

‘Oh, all right, all right, all right V said Dorothy ‘Nobody 
minds your saying that - it’s just that you keep on and on and 
on about a thing, till a person could scream ’ She opened her 
eyes very wide and half opened her mouth, but as no scream 
was forthcoming, she shut it again and went on eating Dorothy 
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was normally the most placid girl - almost cowlike she 
been two years ago, when she planted her unbudging devc 
and admiration at the feet of Don Derris, who could nc 
bothered to avoid marrying her. As a maiden, she had « 
peaceable in the home and never noticed her father was 
Now that she had come back to it after a year of eman^p 
with Don and m a condition which her mother describ 
‘So’, her irritability increased with her size 

‘Dorothy, dear,’ said Mrs Munroe, and wagged her 
finger. 

‘Leave him alone, Dorothy,’ said Connie, ‘or he’ll 
fini sh Ted, your fish is in the oven if you want it, though I 
know what it’s like by now.’ 

‘Well, my boy,’ said Mr Munroe, as Edward was goin 
of the door, ‘how’s the factory?’ Edward had once tried + 
them about his new job and the responsibility of it and h 
was getting hold of it and working up quite a positi* 
himself in the Inspection Shop, but the wireless had been 
the time and they hadn’t really listened. They’d be surpris 
thought, if they could see him at work, passing judge - 
complicated bits of mechanism, hke a Solomon. He had 
been particularly enthusiastic about his job in the Fitting 
and if they thought he still felt like that, never mmd. They 
ably could not understand that you could enjoy yoi 
Although he knew that if he passed anything faulty, it wo 
through a lot of hands before it got into the air, th 
always the chance that all those hands might miss it, ev 
AID, whom he was discovering now to be not so omni 
as he had thought when he was new and callow But he » 
going to embark on an explanation to his family-in-law 
exhilaration involved in telling yourself that on your 
alone, perhaps, depended whether an engine might pad 
five thousand feet over the North Sea or bring its fights 
safely home time after time 

So when Mr Munroe said ‘How’s the factory*?’ Edwa 
said ‘Oh, mustn’t grumble,’ and went on into the latch* • 
his food 

They were back at their old argument when he came 
the tabic The call-up of childless married women had r 
been announced and the argument was whether or 
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affected Connie Mrs Munroe thought it did, and prophesied 
immolation in the scullery of an ATS kitchen Connie 
thought she was just over age 

‘But it doesn’t depend on that,’ said Dorothy, ‘It’s whether 
you’ve got any children They’re going to take all the ones 
without children first You are silly, Connie, never to have had 
any They can’t take me ’ 

‘Of course,’ said Connie, with dignity, ‘if they call me up, 
I shall go and gladly ’ Edward raised his eyebrows ‘But I still 
maintain that they’ll not call me up ’ 

It was a silly argument, anyway, which could only be settled 
by an official pronouncement He let it play around him while 
he ate steadily through his plateful of fish and potatoes He was 
hungry It seemed ages since he had been in that scene at 
Wendy’s house Was it really only a little more than an hour 
ago 9 Might be a bit awkward seeing her tomorrow morning 
He wouldn’t say anything about it, of course, unless she did, 
but it would Be rather embarrassing seeing her for the first time 
after having seen her in tears He would think of a joke to pass 
it off 

‘Very nice fish, Con,’ he said, pushing his plate away and 
easing his waistcoat ‘I wish we could sometimes have it fried, 
though I must say, I love a bit of fried fish ’ 

‘You know I can’t touch fried food,’ said Connie, as if it was 
his fault She was not particularly nice to him during the rest of 
the evening, so that it was with something more than surprise 
that he found her well in the middle of the bed when he got 
into it and announcing shyly that she had been to the doctor 
again and it was all right 

He had always believed that the doctor was only an excuse 
for her aversion to him as a husband He had not thought for a 
long time whether he loved her, but now, what with shock and 
pride and contrition at having so misjudged her, he thought that 
he loved her very much, and completely forgot that for the last 
hour be had been yawning his head off and Jiving only for the 
moment when he should put his head on the pillow and fall 
like a stone into sleep 


141 



CHAPTER 8 


Living in sin might be pieferable to mamage. as David, 
had tried both, always said, but it was much more comph 
Not that Sheila felt in the least sinful 01 guilty, but althou^ 
was learning many things from David, she had not yet 
achieved his indifference to the rest of the woild. After tha 
Satui day night, when he had come to the flat for dinner n 
been there at bieakfast-time, nothing could have been 
natural that than he should move his typewriter and « 
labelled bags from his uncomfortable lodgings in Earls 
to Sheila’s sixth-floor flat near the British Museum. Th 
hardly even discussed it. Sheila was in a state of de l 
acquiescence m anything, and if he said it was all right, 
all right 

She had gone down to Earls Court one evemng to fe> 
things, as he was busy His idea of pacldng had been to 
in a few books and shoes and then lose inteiest and go o 
office Sheila didn’t mind; she asked nothing better 
exercise her right to fiddle around among his things E 
shirt collars gave her a thrill, and intimate things like his 
brush and the razor blade he had used that morning " 
her strongly His landlady had manifested herself in th 
way, registering neither approval nor censure as her 
lowed Sheila about the room The unfortunate nape of 
neck had begun to give her away as a novice by red 
but she had brazened it out, she flattered herself, like 
hand 

C I said I was your sijrter,’ she told David afterwards 
He laughed ‘You needn’t have botheied, dai i 
wouldn’t care You’ve no idea of the unbridled licence 
Court Anyway, it’s no business of hers ’ 

Oh, but she believed I was your sister. She even r ' r ~ 
Miss Fielding ’ 

‘That pleased you, I bet. Swinley rearing its ugly h 
He always said that when she made little gestures of 
ability The night porter was her friend and seemed to 
but the day porter, who had a glass eye, had taken to gi 
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searching looks with the other one whenever she went in or out 
She was careful always to wear gloves, but Svvinley had reared 
its ugly head and prompted her to suggest that she might have 
a ring from Woohvoith’s Nothing had come of that, but he 
lnd said, laughing at her, that she could call herself Mrs 
Fielding if she liked 

But then it was so complicated with ration books and identity 
cards The owners of the flats held a check-up every few months 
and it was silly to call herself Mrs Fielding when her identity 
card said Sheila Blake, single They might get suspicious and 
think she was an alien The rations were an awful nuisance 
David was registered at Earls Court, and she had to leave the 
tram there on Saturdays and get his rations before going home 
to get her own His landlady had registered him with all her 
friends, who kept rickety little shops in Wanvick Road and 
never had anything but tinned plum jam and cheese in silver 
paper She was going to be very efficient and re-register him 
when the next period started, if she could find out how it was 
done She had enough trouble with the milkman, who was as 
obstructionist as a whole Government Department, and they 
had had to share her ration of milk for weeks while his landlady 
was getting all lus 

These details, however, wcic of no importance beside the fact 
that she was ecstatically happy and that life was more exciting 
than she had ever imagined in her wildest girlhood dreams 
Living with David might be tiring, but it was never dull He 
hated making plans, and would suddenly ring her up in the 
evening as she was cooking their supper and ask her to meet 
him m some bar m ten minutes’ time as they were going to the 
theatre and dinner afterwards With a rueful glance at the 
wasted kidneys, for which she had spent all her lunch-hour 
searching, she would tear off the becoming overall in which she 
had arranged heisclf against his homecoming, fly to do tlungs 
to her face and hair, wail hopelessly in the streets for a taxi and 
plunge underground, scattering old ladies on the escalator, and 
arrive breathless at the rendezvous to wait for him for half 
an hour 

Or again, when they had planned to go out to dinner, he 
would come home tired and in a domestic mood and expect to 
find a full course dinner waiting in the oven Whenever Sheila 
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went home to Swinley, she surreptitiously rifled the larder 
tins of food against these contingencies. But best of ail she li 
Tuesdays and Thursdays, when he had been working all 
night before and slept during the day. She liked to come m 
find him safely asleep. She would let herself into the fiat qu 
and, creeping into the bedroom, sit down on the edge of 
bed for the joy of having his arms go around her neck I. 
taneously with his waking. There was a lot to be said for 
with a man, in or out of sm. 

Her mother had never taught her anything about he 
keeping, and it was a great worry to Sheila at first. She „ 
she could confide m Grace, who was always talking a 
‘Managing’, and ask her how one Managed. David woul< 
all bis week’s butter m two days and then be surprised 
there was no more, and he was frightfully extravagant 
toilet paper and soap. Still, he worked so hard that you co 
expect him to bother with silly little details; that w 
woman’s job, and Sheila was proud to do it. There was a c 
fascination about being ridden by domesticity, and sh 
begmning to understand why some women never talked o- 
'thing else She cultivated Grace’s company and always tra 
home with her 

She would have given anything not to have had to 
work. Apart from the difficulty of sleeping with the alarm 
her pillow so as not to wake him and either dressing 
darkness or in the bathroom, his work as Feature Editc 
daily newspaper entailed peculiar hours which left u ' 
sometimes in the middle of the day and hankering for 
was very naughty about her job, and if he woke in the m 
when she was dressing would do everything possible tc 
her late She was getting a lot of pmk cards that said: 
are helping Hitler! Why are you late clocking in?’ ^ 
had actually rung her up at the factoiy and she had had 
the call in Mr Gurley’s office, with Mr Gurley listening, 
was telling her to come over faint and come home a 
because he was gomg to Oxford on a story and she w 
with him He had booked their room and it was gom- 
fun It had been terrible having to damp his enthusi 
confidence that she would come It was impossible to 
explain and at the same time give Mr Gurley the im. 

144 



that she was dealing with a family crisis, because you were not 
supposed to be rung up David never understood that her work 
at the factory \ as at all important, nor that in wartime you 
couldn’t come and go as >ou pleased ‘Let someone else count 
the nuts and bolts for a bit,’ he said, and she had to jam 
the receiver hard against her car so that Mr Gurley couldn’t hear 

She felt she had let him down and was miserable for the three 
dajs v hilc he was away The flat seemed so wrong without him 
How had she ever lived there alone before 9 She had not the heart 
to cook herself anything to eat, but lived on coffee and toast 
She thought he might be angry when he came back, but that 
was vhat was so lovely about David he never brooded He 
could be furious with her one minute and shout so that Colonel 
Satterthwaitc would knock on the wall, and the next he would 
seize her round the waist from behind as she sulked over the 
stove in the litchen and demonstrate his affection for her so 
exuberantly that Colonel Satterthwaitc would knock on the 
wall again 

He came home on Friday evening in tremendous spirits, and 
Sheila forgot her three days’ unhappiness in an instant He had 
a bottle of gin under one arm and a whole tinned ham under 
the other Sheila’s eyes nearly came out of her head 

‘Ham, darling 1 Where on earth -? You didn’t steal it 9 ’ 

‘One of the Subs sold it to me He’s got a girl who smuggles 
lum out trifles like this from her father’s eating-house He’s an 
Armenian or a Greek or something, and knows all the dodges 
to get stuff ’ 

‘But that’s Black Market’ D’you think we ought 

‘You’re crazy' If somebody’s going to have it, why not us 9 ’ 
He threw the tin into the air and dropped it, making a dent in 
the bedroom door 

‘Oh, David, look what you’ve done ’ Sheila rubbed at it in- 
effectually 

‘One more thing to explain to Kathleen when she comes 
home ’ 

‘Oh, I know I can’t think what she’s going to say when she 
sees the coffee stains on the carpet and that awful burn on the 
mantelpiece ’ 

‘She won’t mind Tell her I did it I say’ - he limped into 
the kitchen to get the corkscrew - ‘it’s going to be hell if she 
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ever does stop being evacuated. We’d have to find somewhei 
else.’ 

‘It would be awfully difficult,’ she called from the bedtoon 
wheie she was replacing her lipstick. ‘They say you can’t & 
fiats for love or money.’ 

She had a sudden vision of herself staying out from the fa< 
toiy to tramp from agent to agent, viewing one impossible f 
after another. She could almost feel her feet aching Supposi 
she didn’t find anywhere? They couldn’t afford to go to a hot 
for long, and at the thought that he might drift away from h 
if they were separated, the round eyes looking at her from 
mirror grew rounder with fear. 

‘Oh, you’d find something!’ he called. ‘I can’t get the ice o 

of the fridge.’ 

Yes, she would find something, because he expected her 
That was at once the tiring and exciting part of being m lo 
living up to what was expected of you. 

‘I can’t get the ice out! What on earth have you done to 
thing? It’s like an iceberg Come and get it out, because w 
going to celebrate ! ’ 

‘I’m coming ’ The face in the mirror relaxed She smile 
herself Really, she was not looking at all bad these days L 
seemed to make your hair do what you wanted and your 
up stay on properly 

Later that evening, she said dreamily: ‘I’d give anything 
to be going home tomorrow night.’ 

He was furious He protested that she had never told bn 
‘I did, darling You’ve forgotten.’ 

‘ I never forget. I don’t see why you have to go just when 
back What am I supposed to do all the time you’re away 
‘It’s only one night You’ll be all right. I’ve left you lo 
food You’ll only have to get your breakfast on Sunday, v 
you do anyway on other mornings Think, you'll be ab 
have all the Sunday papers I thought you’d probably g 
for lunch, and I shall be back m the evening ’ 

‘Don't go ’ 

‘Darling, don’t be unfair You don’t think I want 
aven t been home for ages I simply must go, or they’ll 
suspect something. Mummy’s already beginning to say “ 
are you up to?” in her letters ’ 
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‘Tell her what you re up to, then Do her good 1 ’ 

‘But, David, you don’t understand I couldn’t They’d simply 
die of shame They - oh, I couldn’t 1 ’ 

It was a fantastic suggestion 

It seemed even more fantastic next evening in the blue-lit 
train approaching Sv mley She laughed to herself at the mere 
idea To start with they would never believe it David teased 
her enough about ‘The Stately Home of Swinley’, but he didn’t 
really understand just how remote its life was from life in 
Museum Court, WC2 It was not that it was rich or stately, 
it was just a house that knew what was going to happen in it 
at every minute of the day Her parents were not even the 
Blimps he imagined, they were just two people who had never 
gone abroad because of leaving the dogs They might know less 
about life than their youngest daughter did at the age of 
twenty-two, but they knew what one did and did not do She 
could never tell them 

The train made four stops at little stations on the way to 
Swinley, and as each one was called out there accumulated 
around Sheila more and more associations to draw her back to 
the life from which she had escaped 
‘ Cot’nam 1 ’ That was where they always clanged milk cans 
about on the daytime trains ‘Ardrey Bridge 1 ’ They had once 
got out there and driven four miles in a governess cart to have 
tea with some people called - Rogerson, was it 7 - whose son 
was six years old and couldn’t feed himself He had been a 
family joke for years afterwards, 

‘Park Halt 1 ’ Funny to hear a woman calling that That was 
Mrs Munday, who lived in the cottage by the level crossing and 
had dozens of tattered children swinging on the gates The 
children were grown up now and gone away Some were in the 
Forces, perhaps Sheila remembered one little boy who ahvays 
called ‘Yah 1 ’ and made a rude face at the train She had seen 
him once when he was older, holding open a gate when she 
was out hunting and looking as if he would still like to say 
‘Yah 1 ’ 

By the time she had passed ‘Six Elms 1 ’ with its memories of 
trips there to buy a special sort of red sweet, and was reaching 
for her case as the train slowed down for Swinley, she was so 
steeped in the old atmosphere that she might have been ten 
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years old, 01 any age. She half expected to sec her legs step 
on to the platform in black woollen stockings, so exactly di 
feel as if she were coming home from school for the holid 
The thought of David and the flat brought up her head 
made her walk with conscious poise to the gate She 
different now, a visitor from Town She was someone j 
T own looking at the country, instead of someone from 
country looking at Town as a place where you went to 
clothes and see matinees and have tea at the undergro 
Fullers below Jaegars 

She was someone to whom things had happened, who a 
what she was alive for. Why, then, as she stood in the sta 
yard, trying to see which of the lights were the lamps of 
dogcart, did she feel as if she belonged here, where nothing 
happened 7 If I don’t look out, she thought, I’ll start fi,* 
guilty, and I’ve managed to avoid that up till now 

The dogcart had been brought out of retirement when i> 
came apparent that if Mr Blake were going to drive to his <~ 
m Worcester m the car there would be no petrol to spar 
anything else. There was no question about his taking the 
for apart from the round-about tram journey there was a q 
Victorian custom m the Blake family that Father had firs 
at everything, including the red gravy under the jomt 

He was the senior partner m a firm of solicitors which 
the confidence of every local family whose secrets were 
knowing, but was disappointingly stuffy about betraying 
confidence m the home With a brother-in-law and cousi 
mature jumor partners, he could have retired by now, b 
had nothing better to do. 

So the dogcart had been brought out of the barn, wh 
had rested so long on its haunches with its shafts slung 
a beam, dreaming of the days when it used to develop a 
turn of speed down Swinley Hill, especially when Nigger 
at the goats half-way down But Nigger was gone long a L 
shy at goats from between the shafts of a job-mastei’s h 
and gone, too, was Noakes, the town-bred groom, to who 
horses were potential criminals, controlled only by a 1 
jabbing and whacking and come-huppmg, you Devil 

Although they were both country people and dressed 
spoke the part, Mr and Mrs Blake did everything wrong 
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country They engaged the wrong sort of groom, because he 
had the right sort of references and transfixed them with a glib 
line of talk They bought the wrong sort of horses - showy chest- 
nuts with pale slender legs which buckled at the mere sight of 
a road, pretty, tricky pomes with little mean eyes on whom the 
children sat for delightful photographs, but by whom they all, 
except Roger, the eldest, who had no imagination, were put 
off riding for life 

The Blakes always had the wrong sort of dogs, too, untrained 
gun dogs that had got sloppy through living indoors, spaniels, 
with limpid eyes, and ears infested with canker There was 
usually a shrill terrier about, so bad-tempered that he was a 
burden to everyone including himself, and in a permanent state 
of moulting white hairs all over the furniture The furniture at 
Swinley Lodge was not quite right, either it was neither com- 
fortably homely nor elegantly formal, but just inelegantly un- 
comfortable Chairs and sofas repelled you forwards instead of 
inviting you backwards, tables were ill-proportioned things with 
legs opposite all the chairs, the fireplaces let m draughts and let 
out heat, and all the flower vases were too tall and narrow 

The house itself, over whose threshold Mr BJalce, who always 
did the right thing, had staggered with his substantial bride in 
1901, would have been more at home in Dulwich than m the 
black-and-white Worcestershire village It seemed to have got 
there by mistake, like a day tripper who has missed his tram 
home and is stranded in the country in all the wrong clothes 
Its red brick had darkened but never mellowed, and threw off 
creepers before they had reached the first floor window-sills 
The garden was on a slope, with lawns that devoured a gar- 
dener’s energy like vampires and a summer-house that lost the 
sun at midday There was a vegetable garden and a fruit cage, 
but the rose garden had chronic greenfly and the flowers in the 
herbaceous borders all bloomed at different times 

The Blakes had had four children at regular intervals a boy 
and a girl, a boy and a girl, all free from squints or harelips or 
embarrassing complexes They had all gone to the wrong sort 
of schools at the right sort of fees and been taught the right 
recreations by wrong people like Noakes, the groom, who 
would ‘shake ’em down in the saddle’ by beating tin cans 
behind the pony’s rump and sending it scuttling and bucking 
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away with a child m floods of tears clinging on by reins, a 
or arms lound its neck. Everything possible had been done i 
their happiness. A pool had been dug and cemented in 
upper lawn, too deep for a paddling child and too shallow 
swim in. Beyond the thicket of evergreens that darkened all » 
windows along one side of the house there was a tenms-coi 
end-on to the evening sun, made of a special substance wh 
melted m the heat and went into tarry whorls if you i 
your foot quickly. 

By living m such a house in such a village as Swmley, wh 
was three miles from the station at the end of a single track 
the Slakes managed to combine the disadvantages of the cot 
with none of its advantages. One by one the children had & 
away, but Mr and Mrs Blake continued to live, in the cot. 
yet not of it, in expensive inconvenience which grew mor 
pensive and more inconvenient with the coming of ano 
war, It never occurred to them to make any radical change 
moving to a cottage which could be run with one v 
having fewei courses for dinner. Things were not give 
occurring to Mrs Blake. Had it ever occurred to her to Wc 
for what purpose she rose each morning and dressed car 
in cashmere cardigan sets and heather mixture stockings 
might never have risen at all. 


Unlike most country houses, the front door at Swmlc 
locked, and Sheila had to ring and be admitted by the f 
half of the ‘Good Little Couple 9 whose male half had d 
her the chilly three miles behind the common, slovenly 
The Good Little Couple were both tall and gaunt and 
\isnged and reminded Sheila of the gaidener in Na 
Gubkins' s column who spent all day with his feet on the * 
stove reading Karl Mars and prophesying Armageddon 
employers. But hei molhei, who had acquired them f 
an advertisement one dreadful week when it had seem 
v ould have to do all the housework and her husband’s 


was convinced, m spite of evidence to the contrary, tin 
v ue the real old retainer type and that the Good Little 


v j.ot name w t! 
I t Civ: null the 


Gteh, would stay for ever and defend 
>r lives in the event of invasion. 


S 




took Sheila’s case without a word and disap 
h%n mm tv red back, although Sheila 
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(ended to cirry the ease herself Geek shut Iumsclf out into the 
frosts night and Sheila In. ird him swearing at the cob The 
grandfather clod whirred and said ‘Nine o'clock’, and across 
the hall, where a bar of light shone from under the drawing-room 
door the wireless was switched on to the announcement of 
the New*, 

It was ages since Sheila had listened to the News There was 
no need to v ith Da\id, he always knew it already, with some 
sort of confidential embroidery tael ed on She was impressed 
by his grasp of the war and would listen devotedly while he 
expounded on something complicated like the Caucasus or 
Inflation agreeing with lum heartily but stumped if he asked 
her 1 question that he had not alrctdv answered Iumsclf Then 
he would hugh at her and they would talk about silly things 
instead of the war 

She longed for him now and w'ondcrcd whether he felt as low 
as she did He was probably m a restaurant, one of their own 
haunts, even, for lie was not sentimental about things like that 
Perhaps it was just as well for them to be apart now' and again 
Sheila had rcadJin a magazine that you should never let your 
man get used to you Mai c your life together as exciting as 
those h.ilcy on days of courtship 

Their courtship, which had only lasted a week, had not been 
particularly halcyon from Sheila's point of view Its working 
hours had been spent in making mistakes because her mind was 
elsewhere - wondering why he had not written or telephoned, 
or worrying over the implications of Ins most casual remark, 
and m her off duty she had not moved from the telephone 
except to meet David at whatever peculiar hour or place he 
might suggest However, she followed the magazine’s advice 
faithfully, changing her hair style and the colour of her lipstick, 
and greeting him one evening in a gingham apron with a ribbon 
in her hair and the next m a sophisticated black dress with her 
lmr swept up and earrings 

Her hair was tousled now by the scarf she had worn on the 
drive, and she tidied it before she went into the drawing-room 
in case her mother should think it was meant to be like that 
and beseech her to go to a reliable hairdresser Mrs Blake her- 
self came up to London twice a year for a perm, and at other 
times was shampooed and set by amancalledl B Littlejohn in 
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Worcester whose sets, no matter what style he at 
always came out looking the same. The ladies who patrom 
him m preference to Doree Smart, whose assistants wore ap 
green overalls and said ‘Righto, dear*, had heads which 
sembled both each other and the wigs in I. B. Littlejo 
window. Mrs Blake’s head was too large for the amo 
hair she possessed, but I. B. managed to eke it out into 
basic set : a side parting, showing a wide lane of pink seal 
her case, one deep scallop over the right temple, descen 
gentle waves to a curl well forward over the ear, backed ’ 
double row of curls in various stages of tightness or 
according to the age of the client’s perm. 

Mrs Blake had been, it was said, a handsome girl, and 
now a fine woman, but, then, horses are fine and hani 
too. She had a square chin and a large nose with •> 
nostrils, red inside like a rocking-horse; she carried her 
high and her bosom well forward. She was always d* 
things off her lapels, or shaking them up or hoisting and 1< 
mg her double pulley of pearls, unconsciously titivatm 
proud portion of her anatomy. When Sheila came mt 
drawing-room, she looked up and said ‘Ah!’ and her 
band, who had Sheila’s runaway chin and a pair of p' 
on a chain, looked up and said ‘Ah!’ too, and they 
waited in their chairs to be kissed, as if they were not cons, 
with a degree of pride and affection which she had 
suspected 

She had been full of things that she was going to tell 
oddments of news about the factory and the flat, but > ~ 
no need, because her mother started jright in on local 
Her father went on listening to the wireless, sittmg fa 
with crossed legs and a patent-leather pump dangling fr-> 
toe, nodding approval if it said anything sensible. Sheil 
her coat still on, sat thawing on her own tapestry stool 
of the fire, and as the atmosphere of her home closed 
her as familiarly as hot bath water, she was no longer 
from London, David’s girl, whose life was hectic and 
She was once more the yawning girl m a plain expensive 
and tweed skirt, sleepy from a too-heavy lunch, loo* 
magazines or playing with the dogs’ ears, passing t 
until a stubborn parlourmaid should bring m the tray 
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silver pot and the spirit lamp, hot anchovy toast and two home- 
made cakes 

It was no stubborn parlourmaid, however, but the herring- 
gutted Mrs Geek who answered the bell when she rang for her 
dinner David said that in the next world, by which he meant 
the world after the war, the people who pressed bells so confi- 
dently were going to find that nobody answered them Sheila 
and he both agreed that this would be a good thing, but it did 
not prevent them from going to expensive hotels and restaurants 
whenever they could afford it and pressing bells without a 
qualm 

Mrs Geek stood in the doorway in a long, unbleached apron, 
like Death come for them all 

‘ My whisky, please,’ said Mr Blake 

‘And Miss Sheila’s dinner,’ added his wife ‘She can have it 
in here on a tray ’ 

‘I ’ ad laid it in the dining-room,’ said Mrs Geek, implying 
the Herculean labour of transferring two knives, two forks and 
a spoon from the dining-room table to a tray 

‘Yes - well,’ said Mrs Blake, ‘she’s going to have it in here ’ 
‘And a fresh syphon,’ said Mr Blake ‘There was barely 
enough at dinner time I do wish you’d keep a full one always 
on the sideboard I’ve asked you so often ’ How dared they 
speak to her like that’ Sheila wondered, as the door closed 
Didn’t they know that if the Geeks chose to leave they would 
never get another maid 9 But her mother didn’t seem aware of 
these things She was constantly being surprised in shops by 
being unable to buy hot-water bottles or lemon squash 

Sheila got up ‘I’ll go and get my dinner,’ she said ‘I don’t 
see why she should bother ’ 

Her father looked at her, surprised ‘ Wc haven’t quite come 
to that yet, my dear,’ he said 

‘She really hasn’t got much to do,’ said her mother ‘We 
hardly ever have anyone to dinner, and most of the bedrooms 
are shut up ’ She lowered her voice automatically, for the 
Billeting Officer was her bogey 

‘ Why don’t you take off your coat, darling 9 D’you know, it 
smells terribly of oil or something 9 You’d better leave it do’vn 
here and let me get it cleaned for you ’ 

‘Sorry,’ said Sheila, ‘I came straight from the factory The 
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fire draws it out, X expect * She went to the back of 
where it was cold, and hung her coat over the back of 
comfortable chair in the room, which was never sat m 
it was so far away fiom the hie. Nobody had ever th 
bringing it closei. 

‘How is the factory 9 ’ asked hei father. 

‘Oh, it’s all right We're working quite hard Web 
new type of engine now , it’s a lot more complicated ’ b 
never make it sound interesting or amusing, as she co« 
she talked about it to David. She could usually 
laugh, but when she tried to be entertaining at home, 
hear herself being a bore. 

While she ate her dinner, her mother watched h 
with her thick legs well apart and her skirt high, sho\ 
silk directoire knickers ‘You’re too thm, Shee,’ she 
doesn’t suit you ’ 

‘I like to be thin,’ said Sheila ‘Clothes look better 
‘You’ll lose your looks I used to love you m that bl 
I’ve been keeping it in the landing cupboard in a m 
bag, but you could never wear it now; you’d look « * 
‘I wouldn’t want to wear it now,’ said Sheila, ‘or e* 
It w ? as a hideous dress ’ 

‘ Oh, no,’ said her mother, with a smiling, grown-up 
the head ‘I remember you in it at that last Christ 
before the war You looked a dieam ’ 

‘A jolly solid one,’ said Sheila, with her mouth 
bermg and blushing for her bouncing, bulky girlhood, 
velvet dress might have been all right once, but she h 
long way since then. Her mother and father didn’t w~ * 
progressed at all They were still living, with minor 
alterations, exactly the same life, when here before b 
was this wonderful chance to live differently. They di 
to want to live differently They thought that the ne. 
after the war - was going to be exactly the same ° 
expensive, privileged one they had always known Sb 
it was not David had said so She wouldn’t tell them 
communal feeding centres and no first class on trains 
schools open to East Endeis, because it was no good 
cm sooner than necessary She wasn’t quite sure w» 
la Ppen to solicitors She would have to ask David 
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‘Enjoying your dinner. Girlie 9 ’ 

‘Yes, thank you, Daddy - 1 was starving ’ 

‘What had you for lunch 9 ’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know, Mummy - sandwiches or something ’ 
‘Now, Sheila, you don’t mean to tell me that you only 
‘ Oh, no - I remember, I went to the canteen,’ she hed She 
had actually had a stale cheese roll and coffee made with 
essence at a workman’s cafe on the mam road with Dinah 
She was enjoying her dinner It was roast mutton and cauli- 
flower and rhubarb tart with the top of the milk, which was like 
cream down here There was something to be said for hav- 
ing food brought to you under silver covers when you were 
hungry and tired, instead of having to clear up the breakfast 
mess and start opening tins and discover that you were out of 
milk 

Mrs Geek brought m her coffee and picked up her tray as 
glumly as if it were a bedpan 

‘I’ll wash up if you like to leave it,’ suggested Sheila ‘I expect 
you want to get to bed ’ She wanted to have a quiet session in 
the larder to see what tins she could take home Mrs Geek’s lips 
tightened as if she knew this She hated anyone m her kitchen, 
and if you went through with an order she would stand and talk 
to you in the doorway so that you couldn’t get in 
‘Thank you,’ she said, ‘but Geek and I don’t go to bed just 
yet We haven’t finished ’ She went out, her long feet crushing 
the carpet like the treads of a tank 
The telephone rang surprisingly, with its continuous rural 
trill 

‘Sandow about golf,’ said Mr Blake, without looking up 
from his book He thought of a message to give He had estab- 
lished the tradition that he never telephoned, which saved him 
a lot of bother 

‘For Miss Sheila,’ said Mrs Geek, reappearing ‘Mr Field- 
ing ’ Sheila blushed scarlet, scrambled up and flew into the hall, 
banging the drawing-room door behind her She was still 
flushed when she came back five minutes later, but shivering 
half with pleasure and half from the draught The telephone 
was on a -wall bracket in the kitchen passage, where people 
knocked into you. with trays as you leaned either against the 
banisters or among the coats and ulsters on the other side She 
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had had to speak quietly because the kitchen door w 
and she knew the Geeks weie listening 

‘Who was that, deal?’ said her mother, pleasantly, 
writing a letter at her desk. 

‘Oh, just someone I know - someone in London.’ SI 
down on her stool again and stared at the fire, smiling. 

‘Long call to make from London,’ said her father. L 
be either very devoted or very rich ’ He laughed his silen 
which went on inside his face without emerging from it. 
smile grew slightly rueful as she thought of her teleph 
With David in residence, it was staggering. He was so 
being able to pick up a telephone in the office and get 
to Glasgow or even New York at will that he thought 
of trunk calls m the home. He always said ‘ Let me kn 
it is, darlmg, and I’ll pay you back,’ but, of course, she \ 
dream of asking him for the money 

‘What did he want, dear 1 ?’ asked her mother, whose 
so dull that even somebody else’s phone calls were mt 
‘Oh, nothing much. He wanted to fix up a date for 
It would be lovely to be able to talk about David, just 
to somebody sympathetic She indulged this craving sc 
to Dinah, but lately she had had the suspicion that D’ 
was certainly no prude, oddly did not approve. In any 
one who didn’t know David could understand Ins pc 
They would never believe that any man could be quit 
things he was 

‘You never tell me about any of your London beai 
plained her mother, licking an envelope saver with a 
‘I’m sure there must be somebody, because Timothy’ 
says you never write to him; he’s told her so in his 1 > 
sighed. ‘You know I always thought you two would m 
of it Perhaps you will yet, when this maddening wa 
I must say I shall be glad when we can use proper «» 
again I’m sure these sticky tilings are poisonous ’ Shei 
indulgently, thinking of Timothy with his voice tha 
mimicked in the street -and the thinness of his legs 
breeches How she ever could have even toyed with 
But she hadn’t known David then 

‘ By the way, he said - this man who 1 ang up - to be 
lsten to the Midnight News He couldn’t say any 
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the phone, but apparently sometlung pretty exciting’s hap- 
pened ’ 1 


‘Oh? And how does he know?’ Her father took off his pince- 
nez, raised Ins eyebrows and replaced the pince-nez ‘There was 
nothing on the Nine o’clock News ’ 

‘Well he’s on a newspaper, you see They hear things at the 
othce before they’re announced officially ’ 

‘Journalist, eh? What’s his paper?’ Sheila named it, antici- 
pating the answer, which came ‘That rag' Well, I hope he’s 
not as common as his paper, that’s all ’ 

Don t be silly. Daddy Just because you don’t like the paper, 
it doesn t mean to say that everyone on it is common It’s 
owned by a Lord, as a matter of fact ’ She nodded at him con- 
fidently, but he said ‘Newspaper Peers 1 ’ and disposed of them 
with a snap of his fingers 

‘Anyway,’ said Sheila, who, true to her upbringing, had 
always scorned the paper until she met David, since when it had 

been her Bible, ‘I don’t think it’s a rag at all I think it’s a very 
clever paper ’ 


h ri°u’ novv ’ dari, *S, said her mother, whose greatest sorrow 
ih r passine of Morning Post, ‘you can’t really 

m me that Your father says it looks bad even having it for the 
i c len ut the Geeks seem to like it I think it’s a disgusting 
1 slm Ply encourages people not to be educated ’ Sheila 
>gi ave asked her how she knew what it was like, and dis- 
overe that she always read it if she found it m the pantry 
th S WaS doin 8 the flowers, but she was too indignant to 
n of that Her parents had both stopped what they were 
oing, and she sat between them with burning cheeks while 
ey seemed to be goading her deliberately, almost as if they 

suspected something 

, d * lJce to meet this man,’ her father was saying ‘After all, 
s ad enough for us to have you living all alone in London 
3 y ° ur a S e > without thinking that you’re getting mixed up with 
goodness knows whom ’ Mr Blake would as soon have spoken 

a error as written one 

Da ddy, don’t be a fool 1 ’ said Sheila, with rising warmth, 
^gher mother’s ‘Ssh, you mustn’t call your father a fool ’ 
aff iy ’ 1 ~ 1 hardly know him You talk as if I were having an 
*air w dh him or something ’ She laughed unnaturally ‘And, 
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up, but neglected to clean out the oven for so long tliatEd 
had to do it himself one Sunday She would dust with a fe 
duster and polish up the letter-box and knocker on the 
door, but she never scrubbed floors now nor beat carpets 
Edward suggested mildly that she might give a little at 
to the fundamentals of housework instead of only its tri 
he had got the same reply as when he said that if she di 
dam some of his socks soon he would have to go bare-le 
‘You know I’m at business all day. I can’t be a slave t 
house as I used Goodness knows you were on at me 
enough to take a job, and now that I have, you’re sti 
satisfied, it seems ’ 

Of course he understood, but it seemed wrong to 
she did not care Other women cared Wendy had told hi 
the other day how she had spent the whole week-end 
what she called ‘Autumn cleaning’. Sprmg cleaning w« 
fun, she said, that she didn’t see why it should only be 
once a yeai But when he spoke to Connie about the dust 
the bed, she said. ‘Well, if you’re so particular. I’ll ha' T 
a woman in to do the rough. Goodness knows we can 
it, and everybody else does ’ But most women m C* 
position didn’t They were not as well off as all that M 
women would have stayed up all mght sooner than let - 
woman rob them of the work that was theirs by right c 
married 

And now there was no ink This must certainly be 
run house m Collis Park What was the good of bavin 
of artificial flowers on the sideboard when a man co 
even fill his pen m his own house ? thought Edward, 
sharpening a pencil on the blunt bread-kmfe ' He p 
one of the paper carnations and threw it maliciously i 
fire 

‘Coccidiosis,’ he wrote, sitting down slightly relieved 
bugbear of every fancier, be he amateur or professi 
looked sideways at the open page of the Encyclopaedia o 
fii ceding 

It takes two forms,’ he went on, adding ‘as everyone 
in accordance with his policy of keeping himself on a 1 
us readers so as not to be didactic m his mformati 
oate or dropsical cases, where the germ has atta< 
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bowel’ - he crossed out ‘bowel’ and substituted ‘colon’ - ‘arc 
always fatal Hard though it may be, it is best to hill the rabbit 
as soon as you detect trouble, knowing that you are cruel only 
to be hind ’ 

At the factory today, a man from the cylinder block fitting 
section had come in with a query about exhaust manifold nuts 
The old man had obviously told him about Edward and the 
valves, for a half smile played about his lips as he watched 
Edward tackle Rccnic, who was responsible for nuts and bolts 
It was a silly query, for Edward knew that they pooled the 
manifold nuts in her Fitting Shop, so it was no tragedy if an 
engine did go through short, but the man pretended he could 
not read Reenie’s handwriting Although this was understand- 
able, Edward thought it a trumped-up excuse to come and look 
at the curio - the charge-hand who did not know a dud valve 
from a good one He treated the fitter with dignity and hoped 
he had not heard Reenie say ‘Oh, don’t naik me, Ted You’d 
better count the nuts yourself if you think I can’t add ’ He did 
not want everybody to know that his girls had no respect for 
him, even if it were true 

Finding that he was staring at the brown velvet curtains, with 
pencil poised, thinking about Canning Kyles instead of Cocci- 
diosis, Edward shook himself and wrote ‘I was in my rabbitry 
with a friend the other day, talking shop as fanciers will the 
world over when they get together, and watching a litter of 
youngsters m a run, when one young doe left her succulent 
wild greens, walked a few paces, staggered and fell on her side 
She got up, staggered again, and fell again, then got up and 
continued her repast 

‘“I don’t like that,” said my friend “Speaking as a poultry 
man, I’ve seen many a young fowl behave just like that when 
the Coccidiosis germ, which has been dormant in the gut, sud- 
denly becomes active and strikes its victim ” 

‘ “I hope you’re wrong, old man,” I said, but I isolated the doe 
as a precaution, and sure enough she sank, so rapidly that I was 
obliged in a few days to put an end to her suffering ’ 

This was not true, but it was always best to illustrate a point 
from personal experience, to get the human touch 

‘Don’t blame me for not trying treatment, it would have 
been useless ’ E Dexter Bell always swore that he could cure 
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intestinal Coccidiosis by a draught of his own invention r 
prising Peimanganate of Potash, but Hdwaid, trying it on 
a last resoit, had found it useless 

‘All, you haven’t the knack,’ said Mi Bell, seeing himself 
land of Bernadette of Lourdes. ‘Don’t ask me why, but it n< 
fails with me. Never lost a rabbit yet ’ 

To get his own back, Edward wiote* ‘Some people ma 
that with strange' alchemies of their own they can arrest 
fell disease, but, personally, I don’t believe a word of it.’ 

Feeling better, he wiote on lapidly. ‘Now the second f 
where the germ only attacks the liver, is quite a diffeient 
of shoes The rabbit loses flesh and becomes generally 
thufty, but does not necessarily lose his appetite. Tackle 
right and he may yet turn out a good rabbit - nay, a p 
winner even This is what I do ’ He looked up again at 
brown velvet curtams, seeking to make his treatment pi 
The editor was short of space this week 

Could he be bothered to get up and pull the cui tains c 
together m case the wardens came? It must be getting on 
black-out tune He looked at Ins watch. Connie had said 
would be back for supper, but if she didn’t come soon he 
going to get himself something to eat and be hanged 
waiting He was tired of coming home hungry and hav 
wait so long that he had lost lus appetite by the time the> 
sit down It had happened last week when Mr Bell had 
coming to supper to talk over plans for the auction sale Co 
had come home all right m time to cook - oh yes, she 
cook for company, if not for hei husband, reflected Ed 
bitterly - but Mr Bell had arrived more than an hour late, 
limely unaware that he had kept them waiting He had h 
himself to the cottage pie with the same sublime unawai 
that other people existed besides himself, so it was just as 
that Edward was no longei hungry 
His mind wandered still farther away from Coccidiosis 
brooded on their conversation after suppei. It was a fa 
call it discussing plans, when it consisted m Mr Bell 1 
down the law and ovei coming any opposition by the « 
expedient of raising his voice He was going to give the 
great publicity , he was full of plans which seemed to E< 
c eap and vulgar The thmg was taking on the nature of a 
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instead of a sincere enterprise to promote rabbit breeding and 
raise money for the Red Cross 

‘I’ll have to see that we get a good wntc-up in the papers,’ 
Mr Bell had said, drawing patterns on the tablecloth 
‘I’ll give it a good bit of space in Backyard Breeding , of 
course,’ said Edward, feeling that here at least was something 
m which he had the advantage of Mr Bell 

‘Do that by all means, my dear chap, but I was thinking of 
the real thing, papers that people read ’ 

‘But they do read Backyard Breeding,' said Edward ‘It’s 
got a circulation of -’ 

‘ Oh, yes, yes, a certain class of people do, I don’t doubt, but 
we’re aiming at the great general public, not at the poor little 
sheep who would trot anywhere after somebody that said 
“rabbits” You’ve got to learn to broaden your outlook, Ted 
I was saying to Connie only today “Ted’s getting narrow- 
minded,” I said “He wants to go about more and see what’s 
going on m the great world ” Didn’t I, Connie’’ Connie nodded 
and bit off a thread Edward had taken the opportunity of 
asking her to turn a pair of cuffs for him, knowing that she 
could not refuse with any graciousncss in Mr Bell’s presence 
When the broad figure had gone paddling off into the night, 
after standing long on the doorstep and letting a lot of cold air 
into the house, Edward had said to Connie ‘That chap cer- 
tainly knows what he wants -'and sees that he gets it I only 
wish I could think that he were on the right tack ’ 

‘You get on my nerves with all your moping and worrying, 
really you do,’ said Connie, rolling up the shirt with only one 
cuff done ‘Why don’t you leave the arrangements to him with- 
out trying to interfere’ He knows much more about it than 
you do You may know something about aeroplane engines, 
but that doesn’t mean to say you know everything Just because 
you’re a charge-hand at Kyles, you can’t expect to take charge 
everywhere ’ She had gone up to bed, pleased with her pun, and 
there was Edward’s see-saw, tipping him from one of his 
worries to the other again 

He had not mentioned his trouble at work to Connie What 
was the use’ She was no more interested in the factory than m 
rabbits, and even if she did listen, she would not try to under- 
stand or take his part The habit of criticizing everything he 
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did was too strong in her. She always knew he was wrong, 
he told her it was quicker to go to Harrow by tram, she wrn 
take a bus without further inquiry. If he said that he thou* 
the Germans could not make another blitz on London, 
would begin to agitate about the condition of their si 
shelter. 

Sitting musing at the table, when he should have been w 
his article, he allowed himself to wonder what it would be 
to be married to a woman in whom you could confide, 
different everything would be now if he could come home 
indulge m self-pity and be told how unfair it was, and .< 
course he was m the right and that the Management ou_ 
be shown up. He remembered how Tom Presser’s wife had 
come raging up to the factory like a tigress when Tom 
being kept on night duty against the doctor’s advice. 

That was the sort of wife to have. For a long time 
Connie had not even been a wife to him in ‘that way’, 
bewildering but gratifying period when she had suddenly s* 
being mce to him had not lasted very long She was ba 
her own extreme edge of the bed, and it would take a *hi 
skinned man than Edward to invite her into the middle. 

Things might have been different if they had only had a 
They never would now. The last time he had suggeste 
Connie might pay another visit to the doctor, she had re 
on him with . ‘If you ask me, it’s you who ought to see a - 1 
not me!’ He had not mentioned the subject again 
Because he was feelmg particularly low tonight, he 
himself the forbidden fancy of what his life might have 1 
he had married someone different The disturbing part of 
ing like this was that, picture her as he might, the woman 
insisted on looking like Wendy. If he went on imagimn 
life might have been like if he had married some 
Wendy, it made him feel embarrassed when he saw her „ 

He recollected himself, and, looking at his watch a^ 
that he had not written a word for fifteen minutes H 
would never do ‘ Snap out of it, Cheviot Freemantle,’ 
and got up briskly to pull the curtains across the wmdc 
Sitting down again, he concentrated on his trea >< 
biliary Cocci diosis ‘I give no medicine,’ he wrote ‘N 
no ran or oats I give milk only and any choice tit-bits 
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food that the ailing animal will fancy Just as human invalids 
must be coaxed to eat, so with the invalid rabbit Time spent 
on persuading it to partake of nourishment will not be wasted, 
believe me ’ 

He was well into his stride, when he heard Connie’s key in 
the latch and then the thud of her umbrella dropping into the 
stand She opened the door, breaking the thread of his thoughts, 
and he closed the book and stood up He would finish the 
article later when she had gone to bed 

‘Ah, there you are, Con I was beginning to wonder what 
had happened to you I’m as hungry as a hunter ’ 

She came into the room taking olf her gloves, and then 
unwound her scarf and began to fold it carefully on the table, 
smoothing out the creases She looked subtly different to- 
night, flushed, as if she were excited about something or had 
been running When she spoke, she did not meet his eyes She 
went over to the mantelpiece and began to fiddle with the things 
on it, winding up the green glass clock, emptying a clean ash- 
tray into the grate She seemed to have sometlung on her mind 
‘Well,’ said Edward, rubbing his hands ‘What’s on the menu 
for tonight 9 Tel! me what you want to have, and I’ll get supper, 
Con, if you’re tired ’ 

‘I’ve got something to tell you, Edward,’ she said, turning 
round to face him, as if she had not heard him 

‘Fire away,’ he said ‘If it’s about that shaving mirror you 
broke, don’t worry, because I’ve already seen it ’ 

‘How silly you are >’ She frowned at him ‘Can’t you ever be 
serious except when you’ve got some worry about your Rabbit 
Club? You’re glum enough then, goodness knows In fact, that’s 
why I haven’t told you this before, although I’ve had it in my 
head for quite a time You seemed so wrapped in yourself that 
I didn’t think you’d trouble about discussing anything else ’ 
‘Well, let’s discuss it now,’ said Edward, ‘whatever it is, and 
" get it over I want my supper ’ 

She came forward and stood her large patent leather hand- 
bag on the table, resting her hands on it ‘There’s nothing really 
to discuss now,’ she said ‘I’ve made up my mind ’ She went on 
rapidly, but speaking in that careful new voice of hers which 
she used not only with the Bells but when she spoke of them 
‘You know how interested I am in my work at the estate agency 
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I can’t think what I should do without it now. Well, it happ* 
that Edgar - Mr Eell has to go to Birmingham foi a while 
take charge of the branch of the agency there. They’ve got jp 
difficulties through being under-staffed, and he has to go a 
straighten things out Mr Lornmer will take charge of < 
London branch, he’s a very capable man.’ 

Edward was not interested m the machinations of * 
Watson and Lampeter, but he said. ‘How does it affect . 
though? I should have thought they’d need you at the O 1 
more than ever Don’t tell me your job’s coming to an 
that would be too bad ’ 

‘Oh, goodness no.’ She gave a little laugh ‘ Quite the rev 
The fact is, Ted, Mr Bell wants me to go up to Birmmghai 
work foi him up there They’re short of staff, and I know 
ways, you see ’ She gave the little laugh again. ‘ He say 
doesn’t know how he would manage without me.’ 

‘But Connie, you can’t - I mean, where would you 
Unless you’re planning to live with him by any chance' 
joked < 

‘Really, Ted His sister's going, too, to keep house for 
and she’s very kindly suggested that if I go up there to. 

I should live with them as a paying guest ’ 

‘You’d like that, I expect. How long would it be for, 

A week or so, just to help them to get straight, I suppose. 

Connie began to open and shut her fat, shiny bag, l 
sharp click every Lme she snapped the fastener. ‘A goo 1 
longer than that, Ted Mr Bell may take over the * ■ >m 

branch permanently, and they’ll let “Uanmee” and settle 
up there as soon as they find a suitable house.’ 

Edward was so overjoyed at the news that Providen* 
ridding him of E Dexter Bell that he did not realize 
what Connie was implying His mind raced ahead This 
put paid to that auction sale, this would settle Mr IV 15 *• 
and the other grumblers Edward would be able to 
membership to pros, he could be President . . 

c Do you hear what I’m saying, Ted 9 ’ asked Connie 
I try to tell you that I mean to go away from here and yc 
seem to trouble at all I’m very glad I’m sure that it 
inconvenience you That was the only thing that kept 
deciding, but now I see that I needn’t have worried ’ ^ 
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out her handkerchief and dabbed politely at one nostril Connie 
never blew her nose, even when she had a cold 

‘Well, here’s a nice thing,’ said Edward easily ‘My own wife 
walking out on me 1 This’ll make some talk I can tell you ’ 

His jaw dropped suddenly in the middle of the laugh as he 
looked at her and realized all at once what she did mean 
‘Con,’ he said unbelievingly ‘You’re joking You don’t 
honestly mean that you want to go away - apart from work, 
I mean Aren’t you happy here 1 ? I’ll admit that we’ve had our 
little tiffs and all that sort of thing, but we’ve rubbed along all 
right up to now * ’ He was appalled She was his wife, bound to 
him ‘till death do us part’ She couldn’t be suggesting - ‘You 
can’t mean that you want to make a break after all these years 1 ’ 
He leaned forward, trying to fathom her careful face' 

‘I never said that,’ she hedged ‘If you like to take it that 
way, please yourself As to being happy - well, if you’ve been 
happy, I’m very glad. I’m sure ’ She sniffed Edward wished that 
they could have both been sitting down It felt so silly to be 
standing up like people on their way to somewhere when things 
were being said that were shattering the whole security of life 
‘But I’d no idea 1 You mean you want to go away for good, 
Connie 9 ’ He could not seem to take it m ‘You don’t want to 
come back at all 9 ’ 

* Oh, don’t be so sweeping,’ she said irritably ‘ Who knows 
what I’ll do? I’ve merely said I’m going away for a bit and under 
the circumstances, I think it’s the best thing for both of us 
There’s no need to be so dramatic about it ’ 

But Edward felt dramatic He stopped her with a hand on 
her arm as she picked up her bag and made to go out of the 
room ‘Look here,’ he said tensely ‘Are you trying to tell me 
you want a divorce, is that it 9 ’ 

Connie recoiled slightly as she did when anyone called a 
stomach a belly ‘Divorce is an ugly word,’ she said severely, 
and shaking off his hand, went out to the kitchen before she 
could be tacked into putting herself into the wrong by revealing 
her intentions 

He had not given Connie the satisfaction of hearing him say 
‘But you can’t go How’ll I manage without you?’ Whenever 
she tried to make practical arrangements, he had waved them 
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aside, saying: ‘Don’t you worry about me I shall get al 
famously ’ She had suggested that he might like to let the h 
for a bit and take rooms in the neighbourhood, but he 
laughed* ‘Whatever for? D’you think I can’t manage on 
own 7 And where d’you think I’m going to keep my rabbi 
I move out of the house 7 ’ 

She was gone within a week, still not committing h<* 
about the future Mr Bell had behaved queerly. He had 
come near Edward before he left, although Edward, m hi 
light at being rid of him, was quite willing to have a fat 
party and part on the friendliest possible terms Mr Bell 
even avoided Dick, merely writing him a letter to apologr 
leaving them in the lurch, and trusting that Dick would a 
stand that the claims of business, etc etc. 

‘What are we going to do?’ Dick had kept moaning, 
he showed Edward the letter. ‘What about the auction 7 
never be able to carry it through on our own ’ 

‘The auction, my dear Dick,’ said Edward happily, ‘1 
- nah poo - down the dram ’ He turned both thumbs to 
the ground 

‘But the Club 1 However are we going to carry it on w 
him 7 Looks as though we shall have to dissolve it, Te<l 
Dick, sticking out his underlip and staring dolefully at the 
‘Dissolve it’’ cried Edward, as hearty as E. Dexter Be 
ever been, giving Dick a clap across the shoulders that 
him stagger and cough ‘You crazy fool We’re going to 
now as we never could before Wc’ie going ahead wi* 
our own way Listen, I’ve got plans for a bright little she 
But Dick had shaken his head and repeated* ‘I don’t 
Ted I don’t like it ’ So Edward had left him alone to i 
from the blow of losing Edgar He would come to pi 
Dick needed time to cope with new situations 

Connie’s family did not seem to realize that any r 
wrong between her and Edward They had accepted the e 
tion that she was going away on essential work, and rub 
their neighbours at Schoolbred Buildings how impc 
was Mrs Munroe had assured Edward that he woul 
manage Mr Munroe had suggested that he might co 
live with them at the Buildings, but had been sat on 
or his tactlessness The flat was full enough already w 
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Dorothy and the baby, even if Mrs Munroe had wanted Edward 
there She was not prepared to help IiimTn any v av except to 
impress on him how much he would miss Connie 

Connie herself, just before she left, had w'avcrcd m the hall 
with the taxi ticking outside the gate ‘I’m sure I do hope you 
won't miss me too much,’ she had said, longing for him to 
admit that he w'ould But he w'as not going to He had covered 
up the awkwardness of her departure by giving her a hearty 
kiss and telling her that she would miss her train if she didn’t 
get a move on He waved her off from the gate and saw the 
corner of Mrs Dowlmson’s front window curtain drop guiltily 
as he turned to go indoors and put the kettle on for his tea 
Connie had found a sloppy old w’oman who came m when 
she felt inclined and did a little short-sighted housework, and 
sometimes prepared something to eat He hardly ever saw her, 
for she had alw'ays gone by the time he got home from work, 
and she communicated with him by a system of illiterate notes 
which she left m unexpected places all over the house 

‘Did I do write to buy vim,’ he found on the back of a coal 
bill lying m the bath ‘took 2 loaves from bier to last you 
sundav Colliflour cheese is in ov ’ 

On Thursday there was always a note on his pillow or 
impaled on a stair rod or even curling up and browning on top 
of the boiler, to say ‘Don’t forget to love mony same place 
You o me for ’ — Here followed a list of sundries that she had 
been moved to buy in Ins interest 
He lived picnic fashion, using the same plate and knife and 
fork each time, eating in the kitchen, on the floor in front of the 
living-room fire, or even in bed if he felt like it He was in his 
arm-chair one evening, with his shoes off and Ins feet up on 
the side of the fireplace, a cup of tea on the arm of the chair 
and the pot in the fender, a plate of bread and cheese and 
pickles m his lap The old woman had not been m for the last 
three days She seemed to have forgotten about him, but as he 
did not know where she lived, nor for certain whether her name 
was Mrs Whitten or Mrs Whiffen, he could not get hold of her 
” The front door bell sounded unusually loud in the empty 
house Dick probably Grunting, Edward put the plate on the 
floor, heaved himself out of the chair and padded out to the 
front door in his stockinged feet 
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An unknown woman m a three-cornered hat stood in 
moonlight, looking out to the street Unknown at least, u 
she turned round and he saw with sui prise that invaluable 
member, Mrs Ledbetter 

‘Glorious moon/ she said briskly. ‘May I come in, 
Ledwaid 9 ' 

She sat opposite him m Connie’s chair, drinking tea, the 
skirt of her costume drawn up by the spread of her seated 
and her sturdy legs planted apart so that he had an occasi 
embarrassing glimpse of her bloomers, and told him an aim 
story. She related it in her deep, matter-of-fact voice, 
strong man’s face unmoved, only the peak of her tri< 
jerking forward every now and then to emphasize a point 
‘If I did wrong, Mr Ledward, I can only say I‘m sorry, 
what I thought right, and in view of what I discovered, I 
I was justified. But if you’re angry at my interfering, plea 
so ’ She waited calmly for him to speak. 

‘Angry 1 ’ cried Edward. ‘Why, I’m so pleased, I - I 
know what to say ’ He spread his hands helplessly. ‘ You’v 
what I’ve been longing to do for months I’d been com 
for ages that Bell wasn’t playing the game ’ 

‘Then why didn’t you do something about it, if on 
ask 1 ?’ 

‘I couldn’t My wife works m his office, you see Hew 
a family friend, although I personally couldn’t stand 
of him I simply couldn’t make trouble, though goodness 
what it cost me to have to sit back and see him having h 
way with the Club, and all of you getting dissatisfied 
must say I don’t blame you. But it’s all right now, you 
He’s gone, left the district - probably for good Did you 
‘Did I know? That’s a good one ! ’ She laughed reso" 
slapping her hands on her thighs. ‘ Why it was I who rrr 
go, Mr Ledward ’ 

‘Oh, no, he had to go up to Birmingham on bm 
wife told me.’ 

‘Aha, that’s the official excuse he gave, no doubt, to. 
face, but the truth of the matter is after I’d done my 
work and confronted him with the proof of his disho” 
ran from me like a scalded cat I made him I gave 
alternative of clearing out or letting me set the B R. 
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him The police even might have taken it up after I discovered 
that business about the Egg Club ’ 

‘Egg Club*?’ asked Edward, bewildered t 

‘Oh, I didn’t tell you In addition to swindling over the bran 
ration and the flesh stock, he’d been getting people to give him 
their egg coupons to buy rations for his hens in return for 
giving them eggs when the liens started to lay ’ 

‘But that’s perfectly legal, isn’t it? A lot of people do that ’ 
‘Yes, but our friend Bell didn’t have any hens' Not - one - 
hen ’ She spaced the words out, accompanying each by a jerk 
of the tricorne ‘He would have been bound to have been 
rumbled sooner or later I can’t think how he was stupid enough 
to embark on such a thing He was a very petty criminal, I’m 
afraid, Mr Ledward ’ She washed her hands of him, and stood 
up ‘Well, I must be on my way now I just thought I’d belter 
come and confess to you what I’d done ’ 

‘No, don’t go yet, Mrs Ledbetter I feel I haven’t thanked 
you properly for all you’ve done ’ 

‘It’s Mr Ledbetter you ought to thank really,’ she said 
‘After all, it was he who had to force an entrance to the place 
and get me all the facts I only put two and two together,’ 
‘Jolly sporting of him,’ said Edward 

‘He didn’t want to do it, I can tell you, but it was that or 
nothing I couldn’t go myself, you sec, because Mr Bell knew 
me, but he never recognized my husband, althouglrhe’s been 
at all the shows ’ Of course he wouldn’t Insignificant Mr Led- 
better with his narrow, sloping shoulders was always occupied 
m the background at shows, washing up behind the refresh- 
ment counter, or labelling travelling boxes in a corner well out 
of sight 

Edward could not help smiling when he thought of him 
pretending to be a big stock breeder from Ireland and being 
shown round the stud at ‘Uanmee’ with all respect and flattery 
What a fool old Bell must have felt afterwards ' It was a joyous 
thought 

‘Well,’ said Mrs Ledbetter, moving towards the door ‘Give 
my regards to your wife I’m sorry to have missed her I don’t 
think we’ve ever met ’ 

‘No, she didn’t - she,doesn’t come to the shows,’ said Ed- 
ward ‘She’s away now, as a mattci of fact ’ 
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‘Yes, I can see that.’ Mrs Ledbetter looked round the untidy 
room, 'littered with traces of purely masculine occupation. 
Edward blushed and found himself telling her . ‘Asa matter of 
fact, she’s gone up to Birmingham to work for Bell in his office. 
His sister’s up there, you know, and she lives with them.’ 

Mrs Ledbetter was horrified. ‘You don’t mean to say that 
you’ve let her go up there with those horrible people 9 The 
sister’s no better - I’ve seen her. Wouldn’t trust her a yard. 
And that unpleasant man - no more than a common criminal 1 
I don’t know how you can have a moment’s peace, Mr Lcd- 
ward. I suppose you’ll send for her though, now that you've 
heard what I told you tonight ’ 

Edward shrugged his shoulders ‘Wouldn’t be much good, 
I’m afraid’ Somehow, he felt that he could confide in Mrs 
Ledbetter ‘She’s a very independent character. Goes her own 
way, you know ’ 

‘Yes, but she wouldn’t want to stay up there once you’d 
told her ’ Mrs Ledbetter had come back mto the room, in- 
trigued by Edward’s domestic affairs 

‘She wouldn’t probably take it from me She likes being up 
there I had a letter from her only the other day, full of it She 
seems to get on very well with the Bells and their friends ’ 
Connie had written to him after three weeks, not from com- 
punction, but to be sure he understood the high standard under 
which she was now living There were dinner-parties ; she had 
been to a civic function , the Bells were very welf connected in 
Birmingham She did not omit to mention that Miss Bell kept 
two maids, a sleeping-in cook and a daily, and she also alluded 
to hot lobster and mushrooms casually as if it were an everyday 
occurrence It was all so different, she said Quite a change 
She said nothing at all about coming home 

Yes, but you’ll he glad to get her back, all the same, I dare 
say, piobed Mrs Ledbetter, watching him closely 

I don’t worry really Connie can look after herself pretty 
well ’ 

We must meet when she comes 'back Perhaps you’d both 

come round to supper at the Hollies 9 ’ 

That’s very land of you She won’t be back just yet, though, 
I m afraid ’ Breaking down under her searching gaze, he sud- 
enly said * "I don’t know why I should tell you, for I’m sure 
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it can’t interest you, but between you and me, she’s been glad 
of the excuse to get away We - we didn’t get on too famously 
Nothing serious, but you know how it is Little things mount 
up It was my fault entirely I should have been able to make 
her happy, but evidently I didn t, and so he shrugged his 
shoulders ‘She decided to make a break ’ 

‘Hm - hm ’ The tricorne nodded ‘She did, did she 7 From 
my experience, Mr Ledward, it’s the woman who makes or 
ruins a marriage, not the man I don’t think you should blame 
yourself ’ 

‘If she never comes back,’ said Edward, ‘I shall always feel 
that it’s my fault ’ ^ 

‘By the sound of it,’ said Mrs Ledbetter, dogmatically, ‘it 
wouldn’t be the end of the world for you if she didn’t Am I right, 
or am I perhaps speaking out of turn 7 ’ 

Edward gave her a nervous grin and then hung his head and 
said sheepishly, drawing his toe along the pattern of the carpet 
‘I believe you are right, Mrs Ledbetter It sounds terrible to 
say, but I’m happier without her than I ever was when she was 
at home ’ He looked up to see whether she was scandalized, 
but she was grinning now 

‘7 thought so 1 ’ she said triumphantly, and having got to the 
bottom of things was ready now to take herself off When she 
picked up her bag from the hall table, she saw the clear space 
it had made m the dust there 

‘My goodness, Mr Ledward,’ she said, ‘you may be enjoying 
your bachelor freedom, but you can’t live like this, you know 
Haven’t you anyone to do for you 7 ’ Edward told her about 
Mrs Whitten or Whiffen 

‘Far too unreliable,’ said Mrs Ledbetter, blowing dust off her 
bag ‘And what about your food 7 Does this woman cook for 
you 7 ’ 

‘Sometimes ’ 

‘And other times 7 ’ 

‘Oh, I manage all right I throw something together for 
myself I usually have my main meal in the middle of the day, 
you know, so that I don’t need much at night ’ 

‘You need more than bread and cheese,’ said Mrs Ledbetter, 
who had missed nothing in the living-room 

‘I’m all right, really It’s very nice of you to bother, but -’ 
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‘And I’m going on bothering,’ said Mis Ledbetter Now that 
the Beli business was finished with, she needed a new campaign. 
‘The first thing is, why do you stay on here 9 A man by himsell 
doesn’t want to be burdened with a house like this Why no* 
look foi a flat, or I could find you some nice, homey rooms 
I know my way about this district I’d soon find you some 
where.’ 

Edward shook his head ‘No, I must stay heic because of th 
rabbits, thanks all the same I’ve got a couple of score now 
I need all my gaiden space and more ’ 

‘Yes, of course ’ She understood this at once ‘ Well, the thin 
then is to find you a good leliable little woman to come i 
by the day and look after you I shall start right away in L 
morning making inquiries ’ 

Please don t bother,’ said Edwaid, but she did not even lr 
him She looked round the hall, her mind busy with plan 
You ought to get a better curtain on this door, then you coni 
have more light m the hall This is like a mausoleum ' 

‘I know,’ said Edward, ‘but it’s always been like that ’ 

The more I think of it,’ she said suddenly, ‘ the more pleas 

I am with myself for having killed two birds with one stone. 

1 beg your pardon 9 ’ 


‘It was I who got rid of the Bell creature, wasn’t if> And 
T,rL, t , g< f e y ° U1 Wlfe w °uldn’t have gone eithei, won 
fenn 11 : hat T °! er > Mr Ledward You may think me mt 
r„ a n °', V ’ blU 1 beIleve you ’ n come to thank me m the er 
trood night Opening the door, before he could gel to it, s 

bonn7 ay fT the Path “ the moonl, g'«. squat and ea.. 
bound, quite the wrong shape for a fairy godmother 


after ii,„i CdbettC! '’ however > was cheated of her fun Three d 
scent of I conyersatIon . while she was still only on tile dis 
stalled her ?°°c ’ y eImble !lttle woman . Edward suddenly fo 
ah by himself ° namg n0t only one ’ but two 8° od httle wo<. 

MrTclr at the , end of her tether In three weeks’ 

not found « m ‘ u’ 0 bS lLUmn ® them out and she still 1 
moto *° llve ’ S he was dreading to see 

and why should T S 6 t0ld ^ er * slle not find anywhe 
why should she now after two months of searching? - 
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had no idea what they were going to do She saw them sleeping 
in the Tube, or in a street shelter Perhaps they would have to 
go to the workhouse? What did people do 7 
Edward, coming back early from the canteen at lunch-time, 
found her hunched on her stool in the dark, deseited Shop, cry- 
ing m quiet despair There was nobody about, so he put his 
arms round her, gingerly at first and then tightening them as 
she made no resistance but turned and clung to him, burying 
her head on his chest 

She was lovely to hold He had not embraced any woman but 
Connie for ten years, and never in his life one as fiagile as 
this She felt almost breakable She smelled of apples and he 
was dying to kiss her thin white neck, wilting only an inch 
from his cheek She was still crying, and when he bent his 
head, trembling, and just brushed her neck with his lips, he 
was not sure whether she felt it 
After she had told him, still with her face hidden, he had 
not at first dared to voice the thought, the wonderful thought 
that flashed across his brain like a light It would be impossible 
Things like that just didn’t happen 
Only when she had sat up and apologized and was blowing her 
nose with a little snuffle, so exactly like that little grey doe, he 
said with his heart m lus mouth, looking away from her out 
into the Shop, where stray lights were going on as people 
trickled back from lunch ‘Why don’t you and your mother 
come and live with me for a bit 7 I’m all alone in the house 
My wife’s away - there’s plenty of room ’ 

He did not have to explain about Connie because Wendy 
never tried to find out She accepted the fact that Connie had 
gone away without cunosity, as naturally as she accepted his 
offer When the light over the bench went on he saw that crying 
did not make her face ugly and blotchy Her nose was not even 
red She looked at lnm out of tired, wet eyes and simply said 
‘Oh, Edward, yes ’ 

Was it only a month ago that Edward had sat trying to write 
about Coccidiosis and known that everything in Ins life was 
going wrong 7 The very day after Wendy arrived, bringing her 
mother along with the rest of her luggage, the shadow that 
lav over Edward at the factory was miraculously lifted Ivy s 
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husband arrived, truculent and not quite sobei, to say that Ills 
wife wasn’t coming in no more She was fed up, that was v.liat 
it was, and as far as she was concerned, they knew what they 
could do with their factory , she was going for a AT. She wasn’t 
going to stop on and be suspicioned by everybody She didn’t 
fancy working m a place where people looked at a peison 
if they thought she had come in early and changed o\er th 
labels on the boxes of valves An interesting possibility whicl 
Mr Gurley had not considered before, but now icalized o 
further reflection to be the right one 
With the clearing of his name, Edward also discovered tha 
it hardly needed clearing Most people had forgotten the *n 
cident long ago They had thought nothing of it at the im 
they said, and Edward began to wonder whether the contume 
m which he had thought himself held had not been mostly i 
his imagination. 

Just look what happens,’ he said to Wendy in the gard 
that night The day after you come to live with me, th 
business with the valves is cleared up at last and Ledw 

Julie has a first litter of six You bring me luck, that’s what 
is ’ 


Do I really ? she said seriously. The kitchen door open 
and a bar of light slanted across the garden 

‘Oh mother, the blackout'’ cried Wendy, starting forw 
and obediently the kitchen light went off 

Are you coming in to supper ?’ Mrs Holt’s voice wave 
and cracked when she tried to raise it 

Rather’ Edward took Wendy’s arm and moved with 1 
towards the house ‘What’s on the menu?’ 

Fish, said the voice ‘How do you want it done?’ 

Row do you usually have it?’ 

^ sed to have it boiled or steamed when fat 

Conni h’ r» Sa j l ^ end y Boiled or steamed . that was 

fish r,,!l a, T yS Wanted 11 He had not had a Wt of f 
. “ his own house for ten years 

feel they at home" 10 ’ ^ ^ S! “ d ’ WantmS the 

fried Sa ' d Wendy tenfa ‘ lve, y> ‘-Mother and r really hi 
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Edward was so happy in his present life that he did not look 
far into the future It was up to Connie to decide what she was 
going to do, and at the moment she showed no signs of wanting 
to come back Her only communication in three months had 
been a postcard with a view of the Railway Hotel on one side 
and a request for her winter dressing-gown on the other 
Wendy, although she was equally happy, worried quite a lot 
She had no idea what the situation was between Edward and 
his wife, and as he never mentioned it, she could not possibly 
ask What worried her most of all was that she had decided 
that she was fonder of Edward than was right Sometimes, as 
she lay in the double bed listening to the snufilmgs that came 
from the curled-up ball that was her mother, she found herself 
imagining wonderful things about the two of them, and had 
to make herself break off and think about something prosaic 
like tomorrow’s supper 

Since that time when she had felt him kiss her neck in the 
dark Inspection Shop, he had never given her more than 
brotherly gestures of affection, but she knew that he was as 
happy in her company as she was in his What was going to 
happen if his wife came home and she and her mother had to 
go away 9 She wished she could ask him 
When Connie did come home, Wendy was alone m the house 
It was Sunday morning and Edward had taken Mrs Holt to 
Kew Gardens, while Wendy, m one of her old grey factory 
overalls and a sacking apron, did out her kitchen The bell rang 
while she was scrubbing the floor and she got up, pink, wrinkled 
marks on her knees and clambered over the kitchen table which 
she had put outside m the passage, drying her hands on her 
apron as she went to the door 

Connie’s eyebrows, which were plucked now and lengthened 
with a pencil, went up This was not the woman she had found 
to clean for Edward 

‘Is Mr Ledward in 9 ’ she asked, her eyes busy 

‘I’m sorry,’ said Wendy, ‘he’s out for the morning Did you 
want to leave a message for lnm?’ She thought it must be some- 
1 one from the Club, and when Connie said ‘I am Mrs Led- 
ward,’ and stepped firmly into the hall, Wendy stood back 
against the wall with a sinking heart and could find nothing to 
say except ‘ Oh ’ 
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Connie’s eyebrows went higher and higher as she discovere* 
who Wendy was, and that she and her mother were living i 
the house, although she kept saying: ‘I sec,’ and ‘natuialb 


as though she were not surprised at all 

In the sitting-room, her eyes travelled round, noting change 
dwelling on the row of plants on the window-sill and the pictin 
of carthorses looking ovei a stable door, which Wendy In 
hung over the mantelpiece 

‘Did yon mean to - I mean, are you - will you be stayi, 
here tonight 1 ?’ faltered Wendy. She would have to start pac 
mg at once and take her mother away as soon as she got ba 
She was too agitated to begin to think of where they won 

80 

‘Good Heavens, no, 5 said Connie ‘I have to get back 
Birmingham tonight My friend had to come down on busine 
so I took the opportunity to come and collect one or two th 
I’d left here What have you done with my green clock 9 ’ 

‘Oh, I’m sorry ’ Wendy made a dive for the sideboard cn 
board ‘I put it away because it loses so. It was always mak» 
us late for work ’ 

‘I’ve never known that clock to lose,’ said Connie She tc 
it from her and wound it, putting it on the table, where it ti 1 
loudly in the silence between them 

‘Please say when you want to come back,’ said Wendy •’ 
perately at last, ‘ and my mother and I’ll leave at once. We c 
came here, yon see, because we were turned out of our he 
and couldn’t find anywhere else 5 

C I wouldn’t hear of you going,’ said Connie ‘I’m sure 
been very nice for my husband having someone to look 
him He could never have managed on his own ’ 

‘Yes, but if you want to come back 

‘ Oh, please don’t think I want to come back,' said Con 
with a little laugh, picking up a photograph of a rabbit wi 
silver cup and putting it down again as if it were no more 
could be expected ‘There’s far too much work for me to 
up m Birmingham I don’t know what my friends would 
m ? sure ’ if f talked about leaving And as far as I’m coneei 
you re welcome to live m this house I never did like it. It s 
makes work and nothing to show for it Now, if you don’t mi 
1 11 go and look out the tilings I want I haven’t too much 
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I left a lot of winter things m a trunk in the cupboard undei the 
stairs I suppose it’s still there 9 ’ 

‘Oh. ves,’ said Wendy, thankful that it was ‘I’ll just move the 
kitchen table for you I stood it out there while I’m doing the 
floor It’s an awkward floor to do, isn’t it, with all those corners 9 
Connie had scrubbed it so seldom that she hardly knew She 
looked at her smooth, secretary’s hands with their oval nails 
and thought with satisfaction of the detached house on the out- 
skirts of Birmingham, which had a refrigerator and a gas boiler 
m the kitchen, which she hardly ever entered except on the 
maid’s day out 

‘But you mean she’s not coming back at alP' Edward kept 
asking ‘I can’t think why she hasn’t written before and told 
me so ’ 

‘Well, she didn’t say exactly, but I don’t think -’ 

‘Why didn’t you ask her what her plans weie 9 I would like 
to have things straight, I must say ’ 

‘I didn’t like to I wanted to, but - oh, Ted, it was so em- 
barrassing, her coming and finding me here, and m that awful 
old overall I hai dly knew what to say I felt - I felt quite 7 guilty ’ 
‘You are a ninny ’ Edward laughed at her, but he knew that 
power of Connie’s of making you feel guilty He went on chop- 
ping parsley for the sauce that Wendy was making ‘Only, if 
she’s not coming back,’ he began thoughtfully 

‘ She’s not,’ said Wendy quickly ‘I’m sure she’s not I didn’t 
need to ask her, really, because I felt so sure from the way she 
spoke I’m so sorry, Ted It’s not very nice for you ’ 

‘Not nice 1 ’ He straightened up, holding the chopper like a 
weapon ‘Don’t you see that if she stays away three years, that’s 
desertion, legally, and you and I could - well, I hardly like to 
ask you, because I don’t suppose you’ve ever thought about it, 
but would you consider it, Wendy, dear 9 Would you think 
about marrying me 9 ’ 

‘Yes I’ll think about it,’ said Wendy, who for several hours 
had been thinking of nothing else 
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Four novels by Colin Maclnnes are being published simultane- 
ously in Penguins The titles of these are 

June m Hei Spi mg 

Family ghosts haunt a pair of young lovers and a fancy-dress 
dance brings a fearful finale to this grim pastoral set in the 
Australian outback 


City of Spades 

‘A splendid novel, sparklmgly written, warm and wise and funny, 
and worth a dozen solemn investigations of the Colour Problem 
for the clear glow with which it irradiates a dark corner’ - 
Kenneth Allsop in the Daily Mail 

Absolute Begmneis 

This riotous conducted tour of London’s teenage underworld is 
‘worth five hundred pamphlets, reports, or summer-school 
proceedings on the subject of British youth it breezes like a 
breath of chlorophyll through the times we live in’ - New States- 
man 


Mi Love and Justice 

The Evening Standaid called this eye-opening tour of the corner- 
cafif, cellar-club world of off-street London vice ‘a penetrating, 
riveting, and convincing analysis of the relations between the 
criminal and the Foicc ’ 


NOT roit SALE IN THE USA 



THE LITTLE MAN FROM ARCHANGEL 

Geoiges Simenon 

\ 

‘She’s gone to Bourges ’ 

It was to protect Gina’s reputation that Jonas had told the httl 
he She had often gone off with younger men since their weddin^ 
In fact her family, most of the neighbours - they all knew. H 
could the timid little bookseller foresee the dumb hostility an 
suspicion, the police inquiries, the ugly discoveries his lie woul 
provoke m the place he called home'? 

May well become one of his classics The central character is 
little Russian Jew, suspected of the murder of his tarty wife w 
has disappeared . The atmosphere of the provincial tc»v 
market where the couple have been living is superbly drawn, an 
needless to say the end is a model of its kind’ - David Hollowr 

‘A profound fable about human isolation’ - New Statesman 
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THE BLOOD OF OTHERS 

Simone de Beauvou 


In The Blood of Others one of the most prominent existentialist 
novelists bases her story on the agony of the French Resistance 
Many of the ingredients of the philosophy associated with the 
name of Jean-Paul Sartre go into the making of this austere and 
sombre book by the author of The Second Sex the universal 
responsibility of each and every man, the damning cloud of guilt, 
the emptiness of life, the hovering death-wish 
Jean Blomart, patriot leader against the German forces of 
occupation, watts throughout an endless night for his wounded 
lover, Helen, to die He is bitterly assailed by memories of his 
life and hers, by a sense of failure, by guilt for her death, and the 
onset of despair And the very technique of narration calls up a 
world that is shattered and disintegrating 

‘Potent and vividly emotional’ - Nineteenth Cental y 

‘Rich, exciting, and compelling’ - Listener 

‘Helen, the little shop girl, wild as a hare with the morality of 
a pirate, is enchanting ’-Taller 
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MONICA DICKENS 

‘Miss Monica Dickens gets better and better It is a pleasure k 
record such steady and admirable progress m a world m wh 
so much gets worse and worse ’ - J B Priestley 

Other books by Monica Dickens at present available in Peng’" • 
are. 

THE ANGEL IN THE CORNER 
FLOWERS ON THE GRASS 
THE HAPPY PRISONER 
THE HEART OF LONDON 
JOY AND JOSEPHINE 
MAN OVERBOARD 
MARIANA 

MY TURN TO MAKE THE TEA 
ONE PAIR OF FEET 
ONE PAIR OF HANDS 
THURSDAY AFTERNOONS 
THE WINDS OF HEAVEN 


NOT FOR SALE IN THE USA 


For a complete list of books available please wi tie to Penguin 
i whose address can be found on the back of the title page 





in any case, he is not common He happens, as a mailer of 
to be very nice,’ she finished airily. 

‘What is he - a man of about forty?’ 

‘No, he’s quite young, about Geoffrey’s age ~ thirtyish. 
‘Ah'’ Her father took off his pince-nez and leaned foi' 
to make his point ‘Then why isn’t he fighting for his com 
I suppose writing filth for the llhteiate masses is a resc 
occupation’ 7 Wouldn’t sui prise me ! ’ 

Sheila struggled to conti ol heiself, but tears were pncla 
her eyes. How dated he talk about David like that* 7 In wha 
hoped was a coldly biting voice, she said: ‘He happens t 
medically unfit, and I don’t mmd telling you that no one * * 
being out of uniform more than he does.’ 

‘What’s wrong with him?’ asked her mother, who, be 
stranger to ill-health, always suspected it in others 

‘He had a football accident when he was a boy and got 
m the bone of his leg. It’s never cleared up. He limps,’ she 
sadly, more to herself than them, looking into the fiie. 
seemed to be satisfied Her father went back to his book 
her mothei to her letters Sheila had just decided that she 
imagined their suspicions, when her mother, who was a 
one for plugging a subject, said: ‘This man - Fielding or 
ever his name is - is he in love with you?’ 

‘Good lord, no f ’ Sheila, taken by surprise, brought ou 
unnatural laugh again, much too loud. ‘I’ve told you, 1 1 
know him I can’t think why you make such a song about 
He’s the most ordinary person - lather dull, really.’ 

‘My dear Sheila,’ said her father, m measured tones, 
body’s making a song about anyone We were merely 
a polite - and, I think, quite natural - parental interest 
friend of our daughter’s, but you got so excited about it - 
‘I didn’t get excited,’ began Sheila, crossly. 

‘Leave her alone, John,’ said her mother, ‘she’s tired ’ 
‘If you ask me, she’s overdoing it at that factory She’s 
as a ghost. I’ve half a mind to ask Dr Lewis to have a lo 
her tomorrow, he wouldn’t mind coming round on a Sm 
He might give her a certificate to say she’s got to have 
weeks’ rest m the country That’s what she leally needs ’ 

I know. I really get very worried about her If she gc 
^e this, there’s no knowing what she may let herself 
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She’s got a nasty cough now as it is , and we’ve always got your 
poor grandfather to think of ’ They went on talking about her 
over her head as if she were not there until Sheila, unable to 
stand it any longer, burst out ‘What d’you suppose would 
happen if all the girls who were tired decided to take three 
weeks’ rest 9 Who’d make the planes 1 ’ You don’t seem to realize 
there’s a war on What would you think of a soldier who felt 
tired and took three weeks off to recuperate 9 And I’m not tired 
I never felt better in my life ’ 

‘My darling child,’ said her mother, with an indulgent little 
laugh, ‘we all know you’re very patriotic and I think it’s quite 
the right spirit, but you mustn’t lose your sense of proportion 
I dare say you’re doing quite an important job, and doing it 
very well, too, I’ve no doubt, though you've never explained 
to me exactly what you do, but I can’t believe that your being 
away for three weeks could seriously alter the course of the 
war one way or the other You’ve got to consider your health, 
you know - it’s only fair to others, apart from yourself ’ 

‘Well, what about the other girls?’ repeated Sheila, heatedly 
‘Don’t you think they’re tired 9 Much tireder than me 9 You’ve 
no idea how some of them live - the mained ones They’ve got 
to get their children dressed and get their husband’s breakfast 
before they go to work, then they trail around to a day nursery 
with the kids, rush to the factory, work like stink all day, and 
miss their lunch probably because they’ve got to do all their 
shopping Then in the evening they’ve got to go home and put 
the children to bed and do the housework and get their hus- 
band’s supper, and he probably comes home drunk and beats 
them,’ she added, with a flash of imagination to give colour 

Her mother laughed uncomfortably, and her father said 
‘Quite the little Communist, aren’t we 9 You see, dearest child,’ 
he went on, patiently, ‘it isn’t as if we didn’t know how mar- 
vellous some of these people are We do We all know that 
there’s a great deal of suffering and hardship, even today You, 
of course, being young, think that you’re the only person to 
have discovered that there’s anything wrong about it It is a 
phase all young people go through I did myself ’ He laughed 
in silent reminiscence, studying his nails ‘You’ll grow out of it ’ 

‘ Well, if everyone knows it’s wrong, why don’t they do some- 
tlnng about it, then 9 ’-said Sheila sullenly 
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‘My dear again the wlnspeied laugh, ‘Rome wasn't built 
a day. If you lead the papers - 1 mean the iVe’it.spapers, not t 
tabloid to which you seem so attached - you’d see that some 
the greatest brains in England are already applying themseh 
to the adjustment of post-war social conditions. Good luclc 
them but they’ve got an uphill struggle. You sec, Sheila, w 
you don’t realize is, apart from the question of whether th 
ought to have better conditions, half these people don’t vr 
them ’ He reached to the table at his side and took the stop 
out of the whisky decanter. 

‘Daddy, how can you say such a thing 9 You’ve got no ide 
you don’t know how these people live - you’ve never C 
how she wished she had David here ! He would know how 
confound her father. She lcnew what she wanted to say, 
could not find the words to say it 

‘Far from having no idea, my dear Sheila,’ continued 
fathei, unruffled, pouring himself a generous tot of whisky, 
have a very good idea I’m not speaking idly when I say • 
some of these people don’t want better conditions Take 
case of our own city of Birmingham. You know the wonde 
gieat blocks of flats they put up - at enormous cost - in p 1 " 
of some of the worst slums? Well, I’d like you to see those fi 
now A pigsty, I might say, but that would give you no id 
I tell you -’ He splashed soda into his glass, held it to the h_ 
then splashed m half an inch more, ‘I tell you, they’ve ma^ 
shambles of the place They’ve done their very best to turn th 
clean, healthy flats into the replica of the slum dwellings • 
which they have been unwillingly uprooted.’ He cleared 
throat and took a sip of whisky, like a public speaker refre" 
himself with water at the conclusion of a telling passage. 

‘Yes,’ put m his wife, who had not bleed to interrupt 
before on his oratoiy, ‘Give them a bath, they put coals m 
They do, you know ’ 

Sheila felt suddenly very tired, as tired as her mother lina^ 
she was She felt, too, that she had let down the people 
whom she wanted to speak, by not being able to confound 
parents’ ridiculous arguments But you couldn’t argue *' 
them, because they simply had no idea. ‘ Come the Revolutic 

avid always said, ‘no one will be more surprised than > 
People wlio find themselves being massacred ’ 
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Mr Blake seemed to have stopped for the moment, so his wife 
went on ‘You see, darling, what you don’t realize is that it’s 
not quite the same for you as for these other girls working at 
the factory It’s bound to come harder on you ’ 

‘Why 9 ’ said Sheila, quite rudely 

‘Well, don’t you see, because they’re used to it They expect 
to have to work these dreadful hours They’d have to do it 
whether it were peace or war, but it’s different for you That’s 
why I worry about your health You’re not brought up for this 
kind of life ’ 

‘No?’ Sheila turned round on her angrily ‘And whose fault 
is that?’ 

Her father began to tap his foot ‘Sheila, Sheila -’ he said, 
threateningly, ‘a good, sound argument is all very well, and no 
one knows better than I do that everyone is entitled to his own 
opinion, but rudeness to your parents, and especially to your 
..mother, is a thing I cannot and will not tolerate However, we 
know you’re tired, so we’ll excuse you tonight, but please don’t 
spoil our enjoyment of your visits home again - Heaven knows 
they’re rare enough You’d better go to bed Good night, child ’ 
He inclined his face upwards for her kiss ‘I’ll come and tuck 
you up,’ said her mother 

As she pulled herself upstairs by the banisters, feeling exactly 
like the child who had pulled herself up the same stairs to the 
night nursery in disgrace, Sheila was crying those same, frus- 
trated tears that had run down that child’s grimacing face The 
same feeling of being m the wrong, no matter how right you 
were - they had not lost the power to inspire it nor she to feel it 
Only now there was no Nanny hovering in the shadows behind 
the gate on to the nursery landing, with ‘Never mind, my pet, 
Nanny knows You didn’t mean it You come into Nanny’s 
room and see what she’s got m her tin, and then perhaps she’ll 
read to you in bed - only don’t you tell a soul, mind ’ This con- 
spiracy had been Nanny’s triumph 

Oh, David, David, David - I need you so 1 How did I ever 
exist without you 9 

The next day went smoothly enough until after lunch Sheila 
slept heavily, woke to find a cold cup of tea at her side, and was 
startled out of bed by the breakfast gong At Swmley Lodge 
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everyone was expected to breakfast downstairs, fully dicsse* 
even on a Sunday. Dressing hurriedly in her cold room with i 
bulky, old-fashioned furniture, Sheila thought regretfully 
Sunday mornings at the flat. It was one of the best times of h 
week. They would sleep late , if she woke first, she would 1 
happily still, watching David until he woke. By stretching out 
hand, she could turn on the electric fire, and when she did 
up there was no huddling about in a dressing-gown as she w 
domg tins morning. She would throw the papers in at Dav* 
while she was getting the breakfast, so that by the time 1 
came back to bed with the tray, he would have finished with V 
serious news 

When they eventually got up, they would spend ages ov 
baths and dressing, wandering about the flat, and often on 
emerging just in time for late lunch m Soho That was the w 
a Sunday morning should be spent, thought Sheila, going dow 
stau s m the country clothes which her mother would insist 
steeping in moth-balls while she was away. When she lived 
home, it used to be her father’s reproving joke to say: ‘Go 
evening,’ when she was late for breakfast, but now, as a co 
cession to her hard-working week, he indulgently let it p 3 
without comment She kissed the smooth cold side of his fa 
which he offered and her mother’s well-powdered cheek, 
helped herself at the sideboard 

‘Kippers, Mummy ! Where on earth d’you get them 7 1 have 
seen one for months in Town ’ 

‘We’ve had quite a lot lately. Mr Carnegie always keeps * 
some when he can And so he should, seeing what won't < 
customers we’ve always been ’ 

‘ Y/e’ve always paid our bills promptly ; that’s what cou 
said Mr Blake, extracting a long kipper bone from between 
teeth, examining it and placing it in the parallel row of oth 
round his plate. 

There Were only two Sunday papers at Swmley Lodge 
Blake had one and Mrs Blake the other Sheila ate her bre 
fast, wishing that it were coffee instead of tea, and glance^ 
the news on the backs of the papers her parents were readi 
‘Isn’t it marvellous what the Russians are doing 7 ’ she s 
D’you want the last bit of toast. Daddy, or can I have it 7 ’ 

No, I’ve finished, thank you, dear Yes, I must admit I 
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my hat off to the Bolshies, but don’t forget they could never do 
a thing if we weren’t diverting the Huns in Africa People are 
only too ready to exaggerate Russia’s effort and minimize our 
own And don’t make the common mistake of forgetting that 
they signed a non-aggression pact with Germany I shall never 
forgive them that, no matter how many adulatory programmes 
about that villain Lenm the BBC asks me to listen to ’ 

‘All the same,’ said Sheila rashly, ‘they stopped us losing the 
war last year They despise us - at least, they did before we 
started to attack ’ 

Her father lowered his paper and removed his pince-nez 
‘My darling child, you talk more nonsense than anyone I’ve 
ever heard Who on earth told you that’’ David had told her, 
she was quoting him verbatim, but she said ‘No one told me, 
that’s what I think ’ 

Her father looked at her, laughed silently, then replaced his 
pince-nez and shook his paper into position again 

After breakfast, Mr Blake took the Sunday Tunes away to his 
study where he kept lus tobacco in the jar he had had at college , 
Mrs Blake dusted the drawing-room, which with two W V S 
sewing parties a week and suffering blackout and rationing 
uncomplainingly comprised her war effort, Sheila helped Mrs 
Geek make beds, which the latter did as if she were laying out 
a corpse Sheila had the feeling that she would rather have made 
them alone, but Mrs Geek had said neither ‘Yes’ nor ‘No’ to 
her offer, but simply thrown the corner of an underblanket 
across to her and gone on tucking in her own side as if Sheila 
was not there 

‘How d’you like the country, Mrs Geek 9 ’ ventured Sheila, 
when they were making her father’s bed, a job which almost 
called for precision instruments The Geeks were evacuees from 
Rotherhithe 

‘It’s all right, I dare say. Miss,’ said Mrs Geek, puffing up a 
pillow which Sheila had already done ‘It’ll serve for the time 
being ’ 

‘You wouldn’t stay here, then, after the war 9 ’ 

Mrs Geek smiled grimly at the mere idea ‘I’ll thank you for 
that other pillow. Miss ’ 

‘Where will you go, then 9 ’ pursued Sheila, as they moved 
over to her mother’s bed ‘Back to London 9 ’ 
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‘That’s right, Miss When my boy comes home from the se 
She made it sound as if he would rise from the deeps, with s< 
weed hanging around his drowned, bloated face. 

‘Youi boy’ I never knew you had a son at sea. What is h< 
m the Navy.’ 

‘Merchant Service, Miss.’ Sheila wished she wouldn’t b 
calling hei ‘Miss’ and stressing it ironically 

‘But how exciting 1 ’ she said, folding her mother’s pre-w 
satin nightgown. ‘What’s his ship 9 ’ 

‘Ask me no questions, Miss,’ said Mrs Geek cagily ‘I 
no lies ’ 

‘You must be very proud of him,’ continued Sheila, det 
mined to be friendly 

‘Yes, Miss,’ said Mrs Geek, implying ‘if you say so ’ 

They were putting on her mother’s counterpane now, c 
the eiderdown instead of under it as Sheila liked. ‘What’s 
like, your son 9 I’d love to see a photograph.’ It didn’t seem p 
sible that the barren-looking Geeks could have borne fruit 
Mrs Geek mitred the counterpane comer ‘Oh,’ she 
‘he’s not much He’s never been a good boy He and G 
didn’t speak for six months after he got us into our trout. 
She walked out of the door, leaving Sheila seething with 
jectures about the Geeks’ past It just showed what pe 
missed by never talking to tlierr servants. 

Sheila and her parents walked to church m bulky clothes 
sensible shoes, and afterwards Major Saunders came to 1 
and was jocose at Sheila as if he were m the conspiracy to fc > 
that she had ever gone away from home and grown up 
It was after lunch that the day ceased to go smoothly S 
was m the drawmg-room, wondering what to do until tea-> 
and wishing that there was a train to London before six o’cl 
Her mother came m, m the purple jumper which was . 
good quality that it had lasted ever since King George V 
‘D’you know, Shee,’ she said, ‘I think I’ll come up with 
tonight I was going to Town tomorrow m any case to loo 
- sheets, so we might as well go Hether I want to see the flat, 

I never have, you know You could put me up, couldn’t y« 

‘ Oh, but there’s only one bed,’ said Sheila, m a pamc 
‘But you’ve told me you had that girl from the facte i 
stay Isn’t it a double bed 9 I wouldn’t mind sharing it.’ 
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‘Oh, you wouldn’t like it, Mummy, it’s - 1 don’t think you’d 
better stay I mean, it’s an awfully small bed - it really isn’t a 
double bed at all’ 

‘Well, I could manage on the sofa, I dare say, or you could ’ 

‘There - there isn’t a sofa ’ Sheila’s mind was in a whirl Even 
if David were not waiting for her in the flat tonight - which he 
would be - it would take her hours to clear away the traces of 
him before she could possibly have her mother there 

‘Well, it seems a pity, Sheila I would have enjoyed spending 
the night there with you And as Barbara’s coming to tea and 
going to drop you at the station afterwards, I thought I might 
as well come, too We could have taken up some tinned stuff 
and had a cosy little supper there together I tell you what - I’ll 
ring up the Wigmore Hotel , they’ll let me have a room Then 
I could still come up with you and see the flat and just go there 
to sleep after supper ’ 

‘Oh, you’ll never get a room,’ said Sheila quickly ‘London’s 
terribly full , you’ve no idea ’ 

‘I’ll get m there all right The manager promised last time I 
was there He’d always fit me in, he said ’ 

‘Oh, but Mummy -’ Sheila didn’t know what to say Wild 
ideas to prevent the catastrophe were rushing through her brain 

‘I hear your mother’s going up with you tonight ’ Mr Blake 
came into the room, still carrying the Sunday Tunes It took him 
all day to read it No one else ever got a chance until after dinner 

‘ Oh, no, I don’t think she -’ began Sheila, but her mother was 
already saying ‘I’m just going to ring up the Wigmore and see 
if they can let me have a room, as it seems that Sheila can’t put 
me up, after all ’ 

‘I’ll do it for you. Mummy - let me,’ said Sheila, getting up 
and hurrying to the door, meaning to pretend to ring up and 
find there was no room 

‘That’s my nice girl I’d love you to get through for me The 
Exchange is awfully tiresome on a Sunday, but I’ll speak to the 
hotel They know me ’ 

‘They know me, too,’ said Sheila, m the doorway ‘I’ll speak 
to them ’ 

‘No, I think I’d better Call me when you’ve got through ’ 

Leaning up against the wall in the draught, while she waited 
to get through to London, Sheila made frantic plans Her 
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mother meant to come straight to the hat from the statioi 
there was no hope of going on ahead and clearing it up. 
would have to ring up David and explain - he’d be furic 
and tell him to put all his things into cases and take them a 
and not come back until late that night Could she tclep 
from here without being heard 7 The Geeks would listen, 
if her parents remained safely shut in the drawing-room. It 
risky She would have to talk quietly and be very cryptic, 
the line was sure to be bad. David might not even be m, 
if he were, would he realize the urgency of it? He was ah 
saying ‘Let me meet your parents, darling I don’t see 
you’re so furtive ’ He never understood that it would absol 
be the end of the world if they found out 

But after her mother had finished with the Wigmore H 
who said: ‘But, of course . . . any time Madam wishes 
only too glad . ’ and Sheila had firmly shut both the dra * 
room and the kitchen doors, there was the sound of a ^ 
the gravel outside and the cheery voices of her sister Bar 
and her doctor husband who had come over to tea 

‘Number, please 7 ’ said the girl at the local exchange fo 
second time, but Sheila hung up the receiver. She would ha 1 
telephone from the station ; that was the only chance At 1 
there would be privacy in the phone box, but she would 
to pretend that the clocks were slow so as to get them s 
for the station m time What would happen if David w < 
m, she didn’t dare to think 

He was in, bless him - but the line, curse it, was terrible 
could hear him all right, but he kept saying. ‘I can’t 
word you’re saying Tell me when you get back,’ and + 
mg to ring off At last she managed to make him A 
He said, as she had feared he would. ‘Well, what abo 
darling 7 Good opportunity to break the glad news to 
I’ll get the place tidied and make somethmg mce for sui 
* hm 7 ’ 

‘ Oh, David, No t’ Any minute now the tram would be co 
Her sister’s round, florid face was already mouthing at 
through the glass of the box At last she managed to co 
something of her urgency to him He grumbled, he protest" 
offered other ideas He was making it more difficult t 
already was Did he think she liked having to make him 
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out like this? Did he think she wanted to miss their lovely 
Sunday evening? 

‘Thete’s the tram 1 ’ she shouted, while Batbara thumped on 
the box with a fui-glovcd hand ‘You ptomisc ’’ He promised 
She felt physically exhausted as she picked up bet gloves and 
bag and ran down the platform to where her mother was 
getting into a carriage 

‘Come along - come along!’ They all beckoned to her with 
wide sweeps of their arms as she approached ‘Why on earth 
you want to telephone now -’ said her mother ‘Why didn’t 
you do it at home?’ And hei sister, who was still to all appear- 
ances Captain of Hockey at St Brenda’s, Bexhill, said ‘You are 
mad , Shce You nearly missed the train ’ Too bieathless to 
answer them, Sheila sank into her seat, while hei mother 
blocked the window exchanging last-minute urgencies 

Sheila sat in suspense all the way to London She could not 
- relax until she had opened the front door of the flat and satisfied 
herself that all traces of David were gone Would he remember 
lus shaving things? And his typewriter? Even his books might 
give him away, but it was too much to hope he had taken them 
She would have to say they were Kathleen’s What about his 
gas-mask’ He had a Service one in the hall cupboard There was 
no telling where her mother might be moved to look Pipes’ 
Even the smell of tobacco - he would never think to open the 
windows She sat fidgeting, distraught, unable to read, and 
scarcely answering her mothei coherently If she had never felt 
guilty before, she felt now like a criminal Living in Sin she 
and David had laughed at that often enough, but for the first 
time she felt that it was true 

They managed to get a taxi at the station She was not sure 
whether she would rather put off the evil moment or get it over 
as soon as possible Sitting well forward on the seat, tensed, 
while her mother sat solidly back and talked comfortably about 
White Sales, Sheila formed a plan between King’s Cross and 
Bloomsbury It all hung on one thing whether the night or the 
day porter were on duty at the fiats It was eight o’clock -just 
about the time they changed ovei 

It was the night porter She could have hugged him Lolling 
°ut of his hutch to see who it was, he winked at her as if he 
admired her brazenness m bringing her mother to her Love 
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Nest Looking him full in the eye and darmg him to contra 
her, she said to her mother : ‘I’m afraid you’ll have to walk 
stairs. They don’t run the lift on a Sunday,’ the porter rai 
his eyebrows and dropped his jaw, and seemed about to spe 
Sheila winked at him with all the muscles of one side of 
face, took her mother by the arm and propelled her towards 
stairs He played up. She had judged rightly that he wo 
enjoy being in on a conspiracy. Looking back at him, she 
him laughing darkly. He had not shaved that morning or 
night, or whenever a night porter did shave. 

‘That’s right,’ he called after them ‘Got to save fuel, 
know.’ 

‘I wonder you don’t turn out the light in the lift, b 
remarked Mrs Blake, nodding towards the lift, sitting bla 
inviting them with its doors wide open and its lights blazing, 
beginning nevertheless to plod unsuspiciously up the st 

‘It’s five storeys, Mummy,’ said Sheila ‘I hope it won’t 
you You take it easy, and I’ll run on ahead and light the 
and do the blackout.’ She darted up the stairs as if on w 
Amazing what one’s body could do in an emergency. She 
hardly out of breath when she was at last outside her own 
door and fumbling desperately for the key. If only nobody 
for the lift now. The porter might stop them getting in d* 
stairs, but he could not prevent them summoning the lift 
another floor. 

She burst open the door, shut it behind her and said ‘Da’ 
m an urgent whisper. Everything was dark. There was no 
there, and she could admit to herself now that she had 


afraid he would not even have gone away. How could she 
thought that of him? Darling David, he hadn’t let her d 
She rushed to do the blackout, and switching on all the 
went frantically about the flat. He had done his best, 
darling, but you couldn’t expect a man to notice little 
is comb, one sock on the floor, a bottle of hair cream, 
ypewritten notes, all these and other oddments she hurk 
j rawer ’ ^ oc ked it and shoved the key under the 
Thank 800dness skc had come up first! It 
left if 1 1°°^ ^ ed was unmade, but she could say 
breakfast! ° n ^ atur day morning, and the same wi 
ngs m the kitchen. She gave one more quick, 


168 



prehensive glance through the rooms, tore his gas-mask from 
its hook m the hall cupboard and buried it under some blankets 
in the linen cupboard, and was able to open the door, smiling, 
as her mother toiled up the last flight of stairs, with her hand 
on her bosom and her breath wheezing 

‘Oh, dear, oh, dear She stood still for a moment to catch 
her breath and rearrange her lapels ‘I can’t be as young as I 
was I tell you what, Shee, my wind’s shocking I believe your 
father’s right , I do smoke too much ’ 

‘Come on in, then, Mummy, and sit down’ Sheila hustled 
her m, for on the floor above she heard a front door bang and 
a voice say ‘Damn - I’ve forgotten my torch Shan’t be a sec, 
George ’ She had her mother safely inside her own front door 
before they could nng for the lift, and start that tell-tale whine 
and hum 

Everything went off all right Her mother, as she knew she 
would, poked all round the flat and discovered nothing more 
suspicious than a bottle of laxative, which let Sheila m for a 
lecture on not having needed anything like that m the country 
and not getting enough exercise There was one tricky moment, 
when Sheila saw the Sunday papers lying in disorder on the 
bed, but her mother’s mind, not being sharpened by anxiety, 
never thought to inquire why they were not lying neatly folded 
just inside the front door 

They opened the tins which Mrs Blake had brought, and had 
an amicable supper over the sitting-room fire Relief had made 
Sheila happy and affectionate, and her mother found her so 
unusually willing to chat about all the things which usually 
seemed to bore her that she was loth to go back to the well-bred 
discomfort of the Wigmore Hotel Seeing the bed, she had said 
‘But, darling, that is a double bed I don’t know why you 
thought we couldn’t share that ’ 

‘It’s not really meant for two people, though The springs are 
terribly weak - and m any case I kick like anything Dinah says 
so You wouldn’t sleep a wink ’ 

‘The springs feel all right ’ Mrs Blake had bounced on them, 
and Sheila had said ‘They won’t be if you go on doing that,’ 
and made a joke of it to distract her 

At ten o’clock, she said ‘Mummy, I think you ought to go 
or you’ll miss the last bus ’ 
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‘I’ll get a taxi ’ Mrs Blake leaned farther back in the com- 
fortable armchair with her heather-mixluie legs stuck out to 
the electric fire 

Sheila laughed ‘Shows what a country cousin you are. Taxis 
simply don’t exist at night You’ll never get one. Come on - 
I’ll walk with you to the bus. You can get a 7 or a 73 right 
down Oxford Street and then you’re nearly there ’ She had 
told David not to come back before eleven, but you never 
knew. 

Her mother was maddeningly difficult to get organized. Even 
after Sheila had got her out of the front door, she had to go 
back twice for her gloves and scarf Once more offering up a 
silent prayer about the lift, she hurried her downstairs and did 
not breathe freely until they were past the porter and safely into 
the street. 

‘That man didn’t turn out the lift lights,’ said Mrs Blake 
‘Deliberately, I expect, because I suggested it. I’ve never known 
anything like the independence of these people nowadays. Why, 
even that good little Mrs Geek . . ’ The stoiy of Mrs Geek and 
the milk book lasted until the bus stop m New Oxford Street. 
It was bitterly cold and they had to wait ten minutes. Mrs Blake 
insisted on wailing ‘Taxi’ at every passing light, even if it were 
only a bicycle 

‘ Are you sure you can’t get off and have lunch with me to- 
morrow 9 ’ she asked Sheila for the tenth time as the bus loomed 
up. 

‘Positive, Mummy I’m sorry. I really can’t ’ 

‘Well, it’s a pity I might have got you a hat at Marshall’s, 
but it’s no good getting one without you there Now, pi onnse 
me, you won’t overdo it Your father and I -’ 

‘No, no - of course not* Hop on, Mummy. Good-bye, and 
get home safe’’ 

‘Come home again soon, darling ’ Her mother turned with 
one foot on the bus and one m the gutter ‘We do love having 
you ’ The conductress cut across the hint of wistfulness m her 
voice with * ‘ Come along there, please 1 ’ and a hoist under Mrs 

Blake s right elbow that landed her on the platform as the bus 
started away 

Sheila had hoped that David might be m when she got back, 
so she did not stop when the porter tried to detain her but sped 
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upwards in the lift He was not yet in, but it was only ten to 
eleven He v as doing everything she had said 
She had a bath, she brushed out her hair, she washed her face 
and powdered it again She put on her prettiest nightdress, she 
put cotTcc on to the stove and arranged herself in an armchair 
with the wireless playing soft music 
She w'ohe with a start to the smell of burning and a voice 
announcing the Midnight News She switched ofT the stove, 
threw- the burnt-out saucepan into the dustbin, turned off the 
w'lrelcss and crawled into bed He wouldn’t come back now He 
was probably staying with Toddy, but she left off her hair-net 
just m case, although her hair w-anted setting 

She went to sleep with the alarm clock under her pillow as 
usual, and when it woke her next morning, silenced it hurriedly, 
as usual, and turned over to make sure it had not woken him 
She thought lie had come home m the night, but it had been 
a dream He wasn t there 


CHAPTER 9 

It was to be quite a little show That was how- Edward and Dick 
Bennett wanted it just a few select classes for members of the 
Colhs Park Rabbit Club only If outsiders wanted to enter, then 
they must join the Club , that was a ruse to get the new members 
they so badly needed Three months after its foundation, the 
Club had a nice little kernel of members, but although some of 
these were experienced fanciers with interesting stock, others 
were no more than one-rabbit men or schoolboys with a pair of 
Utilities in a converted soapbox 

However, they all paid their subscription, drew their rations 
of bran and dutifully sold half their young stock for flesh The 
Club was also a market for their breeding stock, which they 
bartered through the medium of Edward or E Dexter Bell, 
who although he insisted that he was too busy to be Secretary, 
was not above dabbling in the more attractive functions of the 
office Edward had to deal with all the correspondence, long- 
hand, because the clacking of his old-fashioned typewriter set 
Connie’s nerves on edge, but Mr Bell liked to feel that he was 
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the master-mind behind it. Edward could hardly object to his 
supervision, as he paid, among other things, for the notepaper 
and stamps 

Dick Bennet sometimes annoyed Edward by remarking that 
if it had not been for Mr Bell’s solid backing he didn’t know 
where they would have been. 

‘I reckon it was a rare stroke of luck getting in with him,’ he 
would say, breathing heavily with a hero-worship which 
Edward could not share. Dick was all for maldng Mr Bell 
President, but so fat Edward had managed to avoid this The 
three of them called themselves Joint Unofficial Presidents, o 
m Mr Bell’s moments of sticky bonhomie in the Marquis c 
Granby, The Three Musketeers. 

It had become an established tiling for them to meet rou 
once a week, either at Edward’s house, or at Dick Bennet 
(not often because the children were so noisy), or in Mr Be 1 
sanctum on the first floor of ‘ Uanmee’. They would hold a 
of informal board meeting, going over the correspondence 
the pamphlets from Ministries, drafting advertisements, 
plans or simply talking shop. Often they would talk far 
the night, until the room was stale with tobacco smoke 
Conme or fat, sloppy Mrs Bennett or stylish Miss Bell ha ’ 
since gone to bed. 

‘Quite a little show,’ Edward was repeating thoughts 1 
evening. ‘Not a big do: more like a get-acquainted 
our members. Being the first, we’ve got to set the pace 
Club’s future, don’t forget. We’re not catering for 
breeders and' the high fliers. Quite a little show, that' 
picture it Friendly We could get St Mark’s Hall ; 
m flags there for nothing ’ 

‘Hm,’ said Dick Bennett and Mr Bell said : ‘ St M~ 

My dear good chap, we want to aim a bit higher 
Friendly by all means, no one’s keener on that + ' 

Truly, but as you say yourself, we’ve got to set the 
future. My point is this : properly handled, this In 
ours could go a long way. Now I’ll tell you what I 
for the Show.’ He tilted back his head and his 
pumped the beer out of his glass 
They had had supper at the Four m Hand * 
digesting it m the upstairs sittmg-room of ‘Uanm 
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who was the Assistant Manageress of a Secretarial College and 
moved upright along tracks of sexless competence, had told 
her brother that an occasional supper party was all very well, 
but once a week was another matter Sandwiches she could 
undertake, but no more Mr Bell respected his sister’s decrees 
because she made him comfortable 

The room in which they sat was all that a bachelor could 
desire He had chosen the suite himself two arm-chairs and a 
settee in a tlun, synthetic leather that evoked the casualness of 
the traditional study or library without the traditional shab- 
biness These three pieces toed the edge of a black poodle rug m 
front of a gas-fire contrived to look like glowing coals It was 
a pleasantry of Mr Bell’s to make as if to knock his pipe out into 
this fire and then recollect himself with ‘Damn thing’s so life- 
like it nearly takes me in 1 Honestly now, you’d never think 
that wasn’t the real thing, would you’ It’s the only sort of fire 
to have, I’m convinced of that All the advantages of a coal 
fire, with none of the inconveniences ’ 

You didn’t contradict Ium, any more than you contradicted 
his assurance that the pale polished table behind the settee was 
as good a piece of oak as you were likely to see in a day’s 
journey There was something special about the seam appar- 
ently, but you agreed without understanding, hypnotized by Mr 
Bell’s possessive confidence 

Bookshelves ranged the lower part of the walls, some holding 
books lying horizontally to fill up the space Above them, the 
wall paper was regularly spaced with pictures There were one or 
two hunting scenes with rather blobby horses and irresolute 
background, wild duck in flight, after, but not catching up with 
Peter Scott, and some of the better-known sporting prints, like 
‘The Moonlight Steeplechase’ which had been with Mr Bell 
from boyhood and were referred to as ‘my friends’ The mantel- 
piece held pipe-racks and tobacco-jars and photographs of 
women, some theatrical and inscribed The mirror above was 
stuck round with snapshots, invitation cards, visiting cards, 
prize cards from rabbit shows, newspaper cuttings and similar 
interesting personalia In one corner stood a fine radiogram, 
fluted and polished and inlaid, and beside It a little cupboard 
on legs, which Mr Bell had bought because it was labelled 
‘Cocktail Cabinet’, held albums of catalogued records 
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A typical man’s room as Mr Bell always proudly apologize 
to new-comers. 

Although it was early April and the evening quite warm, ♦ 
window was shut and the gas-fire round which the three Un 
official Presidents were sitting was being a coal fire at ful 
blast. A saucer of water, which Mr Bell thought was his ongina 
idea, stood m the fender to keep the air from getting dry. B 
bottles and ashtrays stood on the poodle rug. Edward was 
the settee with a pile of papers in his lap, Dick Bennett was 
one arm-chair, apparently for life, and E. Dexter Bell was i 
and out of the other according as he was moved to put on 
record, tune the radio with howls and squeals through a rapi 
succession of stations, or lean heavily on Edward’s should i 
stabbing at one of his papers with a square, manicured fin^ 
They were still discussing the Show, when the clock stru 
ten and Miss Bell came m with a plate of sandwiches in ea 
hand and her library book under her arm, for she was on 
way up to bed. Edward got up and Dick Bennett, who w 
wedged between the arms of the incapacious arm-chai 
struggled and heaved. He had got himself half upright 
bent knees, when she fortunately said: ‘Please sit down’, an 
he was able to subside again before he was completely unstu 
Mr Bell said. ‘Sandwiches - ah, bless you, Muriel 1 ’ " 
rubbed his hands. ‘I always say,’ he went on, ‘there’s an art 
making sandwiches , as m everything else. Muriel’s got it 
right What are you feeding the Brute with tonight, Mu' 7 ’ 
Liver sausage, and cheese,’ said Mi^s Bell, putting them 
the table as she spoke, rubbing at an imaginary spot with 
finger, inspecting her finger and wiping it on the handker" 
tucked through her belt 

It s very kind of you,’ said Edward, who was still stan 
with some of his papers clutched to him and others falling * 
the floor, ‘you really shouldn’t trouble ’ 

No trouble at all,’ said Miss Bell. Her voice was pitched on 
permanent note of surprise and her face never altered m 
pression She had small features, neat, and somehow unphysK 
ou could never imagine her nose running or her eyes waterm 
or saliva forming m her mouth at the smell of bacon cookin 

er . ears would always be clean even if she nev 

ashed them and the short hair waved behind them 
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front bedroom, hammering from the schoolboy’s room,"shn 1 
and giggles from the room where sixteen-year-old Peggy « 
dressmaking with a girl friend, and an alarming noise from 
kitchen where Mrs Bennett was washing-up. 

‘Touching this question of the Show,’ began Mr Be 
' raising his voice and his eyebrows as an unexploded lan 
appeared to fall in the schoolboy’s room, ‘I’ve had a 
idea.’ 

‘I’ve been in touch with the lessors of St Mark’s Hall,’ b w 
Edward doggedly, but Mr Bell waved this aside and continue* 
‘My pomt is this . “Let’s have a show,” you say. “Let’s hav 
so-and-so class, and a so-and-so. Let’s have a this and a v 
Certainly, nothing finer. “Let’s advertise,” you say. “Let’s 
a lot of exhibitors to come and ’ 

‘No,’ said Edward, ‘that’s just it We don’t want a lot 
outside exhibitors this first time. I want the members to get 
prizes ’ 

‘ My dear Edward, I thought the idea was to rope m a lot 
new members?’ 

* Oh, yes, of course. Everyone’s welcome, provided they j 
but look here, Bell He had been repeatedly urged to call 
man Edgar, but had never been able to brmg himself to it 
‘Well then Where was I 7 Oh, yes, well now, having done 
that and laid all your plans, even booked your hall, apparen 
though it’ll never do - having done all that, - he leaned his a 
on the table and waggled his finger at Edward - ‘there’s . 
one, just one little infinitesimal detail that you’ve overlook 
Infinitesimal, I say, but I might describe it as the most 
portant item m the whole schedule ’ He leaned towards Edw 
thick lips slightly open, spectacles gleaming with triumph. 

‘Why, I don’t know - 1 don’t think I 

‘The judges, man! The judges !’ roared Mr Bell, and the b 
echoed him, crescendo 

‘Oh,’ said Edward. ‘Yes, of course, the judges. Well, I ha 
really thought 

‘Ah!’ Mr Bell leaned back, nodding contentedly, and 
oiT his spectacles. ‘I thought so Now here’s where Yours Ti 
is going to make his humble suggestion. I think it’s a winn 
he added diffidently, and taking out a silk handkerchief, be 
to polish his spectacles slowly to create suspense. 
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‘Fire ahead,’ breathed Dick, his great face agog 
‘Well I was turning over this little question in the watches of 
the night when I says to meself, says I He paused again and 
eyed his audience ‘Why not ask ray old friend, says I, my very 
good fnend 

Edward leant forward ‘Allan Colley 9 ’ he said excitedly 
‘Edward, old lad, you’re a mind-reader None other than my 
old friend, Allan Colley ’ 

‘But he never would, surely,’ said Edward ‘A little unknown 
affair like ours I mean, he judges at the big County Shows and 
all that Oh, I don’t think he would But how marvellous if he 
did’ 

‘He might,’ said Mr Bell casually, ‘if I asked him as a favour 
Do anything for me, the old collie dog would ’ 

‘I say, it would be marvellous,’ said Edv/ard in the tones of 
the schoolboy whose hammering had just been stopped by a 
yell from the kitchen of ‘ Arthur 1 I’ll pat you if you don’t stop 
that and get to bed Go on and say good night to your Dad f ’ 

‘ Wouldn t it be grand, Dick 9 ’ said Edward Dick’s face was 
flushed with pleasure, as he nodded, but before he could speak, 
a dirty object in shorts and a green jersey had hurled itself into 
the room, butted into its father’s stomach with close-cropped 
head so as not to have to look at die visitors and hurled itself 
out again with a great clatter of boots 

‘My eldest son,’ said Dick, gazing after him with his face 
collapsed in sentiment, the Show and Allan Colley forgotten 

Edward heard no more about it until they met at his house 
one evening when Connie had been given a chicken by her 
uncle from Barnet Edward had thought that she would want 
to have it on Thursday when her family came, but when he 
mentioned that Dick and Mr Bell might be lool mg in one day 
after supper, she had surprisingly said ‘ Well, what’s the matter 
with my cooking 9 Isn’t roast chicken good enough for your 
precious Mr Bell 9 ’ 

It was quite a party Mr Bell arrived with half a bottle of 
sherry in the deep pocket of his overcoat ‘to drink the health of 
my friend, Allan Colley, who’s promised to come and judge 
our show ’ 

‘ No >’ said Edward 
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‘Alia, yes 1 .’ said Mr Bell, knocking his arms against the w« 
as he stiuggled out of his coat m the hall. 

‘You mean he’s really promised to come and judge foi 
‘Well, I told you he would, didn’t I?’ 

‘Yes, but X never thought - I mean, such a small affair 
couldn’t possibly interest him.’ 

‘Who said it was going to be a small affair'? 5 Mr Bell sag 
at the knees to look m the mirror and quiff up his side hair w 
the flats of his hand. ‘ With a draw like Colley, we’ll get the 
breeders in the neighbourhood, and some from outside 
unless I’m mistaken I say, can I go and wash, boy? I stinl 
the city’s dirt.’ He ran upstairs. He was quite at home in 
house by now, and Edward followed him up and hovered 
the landing while Mr Bell sluiced water lavishly over hi 
and the floor. He was a large man, and though not outsize, 
had the knack of making things look small. Edward’s 
seemed to shrink as soon as he got inside it, and now, using 
bathroom basm, he gave the impression that he was wa"! 
his hands m a pie-dish 

‘ Yes, sir,’ he was saymg ‘We’ll certainly have to put up a g* 
show for the old collie dog. I know for some reason or o 
you were set on a little show, Ted, but this puts a difFeient 
on things, doesn’t it*?’ 

Edward was silent He had never dreamed that Allan Co 
would accept, and he was still adjusting himself to the ’ 
sible fact that he had He had to adjust himself too to the * 
of his plans for a cosy, encouraging little show. Mr Bell « 
undoubtedly scored a point 

‘Nov/ my idea is this,’ he began, saturating as if it v 
pocket handkerchief the towel which Edward handed him. 
start with, I thought the Victory Hall -* He elaborated his p» 
and Edward had no choice but to agree After all, Allan Co 
was coming, that was the mam thing, and it was up to ' * 
give him something worth coming for. They went down to 
living-room, where Dick was reading the paper, Connie t 
off her apron and came in from the kitchen and they all 
sherry out of the set of glasses that had hardly been used 
their wedding day. They drank: ‘To the Show 1 ’ and then 
up and drank: ‘To the Colhs Park Rabbit Club!’ which e 
Connie drank quite willingly. She liked sheiry. Then 
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cleared his throat and said ‘Here’s to you All you’ve done - 
Edgar,’ which made Edward look at him sharply, it sounded 
so odd 

As the evening wore on, he found he was minding less and 
less that he had lost his battle about the show After all - Allan 
Colley And if the humbler members of the Club were eclipsed, 
well - do ’em good, perhaps - give ’em a bit more ambition 

The evening was a success The roast chicken was perfect, Mr 
Bell said that the potatoes excelled even Ins sister’s, and the gravy 
was rich and brown Mr Bell kept mopping his up with bread, 
‘ a la Continental’, he said and smacked his lips Connie told 
him about Wenduyne and Edward was surprised that she re- 
membered so well They had not talked about it for a long 
time He kept looking at her and thinking how young she 
looked and how pretty in that pink blouse thing Dick, of 
course, had to go and make her frown by asking ‘Heard any 
more about the Call-up, Mrs L?’ It had been mentioned when 
he was last there 

‘Oh,’ said Mr Bell, passing his plate for more treacle tart 
‘They won’t take you Don’t worry about that * 

‘I’m sure I don’t mind if they do,’ she said ‘I should be only 
too pleased, if I thought that they would really make good use 
of me ’ 

‘Aha,’ he said, ‘there, with a woman’s perfect intuition, 
you’ve hit the nail on the head If they’d make good use of you 
- but the point is, would they? The wastage of labour that’s 
going on is a scandal I tell you what you ought to do, if you 
really want a job, though it seems to me you’ve got a full-time 
job being a housewife - and a darned good one too ’ He held 
up the last piece of tart on his fork, nodded at it and engulfed 
it Connie bridled 

‘What ought she to do' 7 ’ asked Edward 

‘That was a treacle tart,’ said Mr Bell, putting down his fork 
and pushing back his chair to stretch out his legs ‘What ought 
she to do 7 Why, pick her own job, something that won’t waste 
her capabilities If you really think they’re going to call you 
up, though I can assure you they won’t yet he had his finger 
on the pulse of every Ministry - ‘you want to cheat them by 
getting yourself fixed up first I tell you what, you know* you 
ought to come and work for me I’d give you a job m the office 
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any day. We’re rushed off our feet with work - could do w 
any amount of help ’ Connie got up to go and make the 
giving no indication of whether she liked the idea or not. 

‘But surely that wouldn’t exempt her?’ said Edwaid. ‘ 
Estate Office - that’s not reserved*?’ 

‘Not reserved*? My dear old boy,’ Mi Bell laughed toleran 
‘Of course it’s reserved. One of the most important things in 
war, housing people.’ He really made you believe it, too, sit 
back with his spectacles m his hand, Ills tongue excavating 
remains of Connie’s excellent meal from inside Ins flat, 
mouth 

While he was undressing that night in their room, Edw 
said: ‘Would you like to have a job, Connie*? Would you 
to work in Bell’s office? I think he meant it, you know. ’ 
She was doing her hair at the dressing-table, fixing each 
sausage in a loop of wire She laughed with a curler m 
mouth ‘Oh, it was only a joke I wouldn’t care to partk 
anyway. I’m all right ’ 

‘I’ve sometimes wondered, you know, dear,’ Edward st 
looking at her with his braces hanging down while he took 
lus cuff-links, ‘whether you wouldn’t be happier with a jc 
mean, it’s lonely for you, alone all day 

‘I’m all right,’ she repeated ‘I’m sure I’ve plenty to do ’ 
‘Yes, I know, but - tell you what, Con,’ he said qui 1r 
wish we’d had a child You’d like it, wouldn’t you*?’ 

‘We couldn’t afford it,’ she said without looking at him 
‘ Oh, I know we said that at first, and then that busm 
your illness came, and what the doctor said But we c« 
afford it now, you know.’ He was scrutinizing himself 
little mirror on the chest of drawers, with the same . 
attachment as she was m hers ‘I mean, do you think you o 
to go and see the doctor again*?’ 

She dealt very carefully with a curl at the back of her h 
turning it up so that the bristles showed where the undei 
hair had been cut 

‘I’m sure there’s nothing wrong with me,’ she said ‘I 
know what you mean ’ He sighed He couldn’t get her tv. 
one way or the other whether she wanted a child 

She put on her hair net, stood up and took off her dres 
gown was revealed for a moment m the V-necked Cel 
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nightgown that gave her a bit of a tummy, and then kicking off 
her slippers was into bed 

‘Hurry up, Ted,’ she said, hunching the clothes over to her 
side, ‘I never knew a man take so long to get to bed ’ 

‘And how many have you known, pray 9 ’ he asked, but she 
was not m a mood for joking The cheerfulness m which she 
had spent the evening seemed to be passing off 

‘Don’t be silly,’ she said ‘And do hurry up I want to get 
some sleep ’ 

‘Just got my teeth to do ’ While he was in the bathroom, 
sedulously doing his forty strokes on each side, up and down, 
not across, he turned things over m his mind He had put out 
of his head so many years ago the dream of having a child 
that he hardly dared to bring it back He had always known that 
she never wanted one, although she had made the excuse, first 
of money, then of the doctor But just recently, since she had 
been being ‘Nice to him,’ as he put it to himself, he often wor- 
dered did she consider the possibility and not mind it, or had 
the doctor perhaps told her she was safe? 

When he came back the room was in darkness He went to 
the window, drew the blackout, opened the window at the 
bottom and stood for a minute or two doing his exercises and 
breathing deeply through his nose The exercises ought really to 
be done in the morning, but there was never time This was better 
than nothing When he had done his twenty arms bend, arms 
stretch and had touched his toes with difficulty five times, he shut 
the bottom window, opened it a foot and a half at the top, felt 
his way round the end of the bed and slid under what was left of 
the clothes He didn’t think she was asleep, she was not clicking 

‘Connie,’ he said into the darkness, ‘suppose we did have a 
baby, would you mind 9 1 know you were never keen on it, but 
now that you - now that we - you know - 1 wondered perhaps if 
it meant that you wanted one after all ’ 

‘What do you mean 9 ’ she asked in a strangely defensive tone 
‘What are you driving at 9 ’ 

‘Nothing,’ he said surprised ‘I only wondered Nothing to 
get huffy about ’ 

‘I’m not huffy,’ she said crossly, ‘but it’s enough to drive a 
person mad the way you keep on, question, question and cross- 
examine ’ 
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‘I’m sorry,’ he said, and put out a hand. ‘Con 
‘Oh, don’t keep on,' she said, kicking him with her feet 
she turned farther away from him. 

When she had no shopping to do, Wendy Holt usuall 
lunched in the canteen Although the shilling dinner cost moi 
than her usual cheese roll and tea at the milk bar or one of 
local cafes, it was more economical m the end. Having had 
good hot lunch, she and her mother could manage on bre 
and cheese and cocoa m the evening. Her father could ahva 
have soup, or a little bit of fish or an egg perhaps. Wendy a 
Mrs Holt usually gave up their egg ration to him; they did 
much care for eggs anyway. 

In the torrent of people that was released from the Shops 
the twelve o’clock whistle, those who were going to the cant 
ran as fast as anybody. There were usually two meat cour 
joint and some made-up dish, so unless you had a passion 
rissoles or savouiy pie, it was as well to get theie early, 
canteen was at the far end of the track, but the men from 
Machine Shop, who had the shortest distance to run, man 
to be queuing up at the counter almost before the whistle 
died away 

There was hardly ever any joint left when Wendy 
The canteen was already full when she came in, breath 
join the queue for tickets at the cash desk Conversatio 
had been pent-up all morning, rabid knives and forks 
roystermg lunch-hour programme from the loudspeake 
with each other in the thick savoury air The counte. 
airanged like a Totalizator Files of people approached it 
handed and cou ntermarched back on the other side of th 
railings with a heaped plate in one hand and a knife an 
in the other. 

‘Any fish?’ asked Wendy hopefully There was fish an* 
sometimes 

‘Only rissoles now, dear,’ said the steamy woman »' 
pushing plates steadily through the hatch as if she were 
a machine Wendy took her plate and a knife and fork > 
box and walked down between the tables looking for 
It was a mystery to her how people managed to get 
early Some were half-way through their plateful and so 
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with eyes bolting out of their heads as the last mouthful bolted 
in, were half on then feet to make a dash for the pudding 
hatches Wendy found a place at one of the farther tables, 
opposite a man who was eating absent-mindedly with a fork, 
absorbed m a folded paper propped against the vinegar bottle 
in front of him She had sat down before she saw that it was 
Edward He looked up and smiled, offered her the cruet and 
went on reading 

Wendy hoped he didn t think she had followed him here on 
purpose She had been painfully shy of him since that awful 
night when her father had turned him out of the house They 
had neither of them alluded to it, but although he had been as 
polite and considerate to her as usual, and even brought his 
stool alongside hers sometimes at tea-time, their conversation 
had never recaptured that spontaneous intimacy of the tea 
party in the little kitchen 

After what had happened, it was nice of him to talk to her at 
all He couldn’t possibly like her, especially if he thought she was 
trailing him in his lunch-hour She would have liked to move to 
another table, but that might look funny, so she stayed and ate 
in unobtrusive silence, hoping she was not disturbing his reading 

It was Thursday and Edward wascombingtheshowannounce- 
ments of Backyaicl Bleeding to see whether the proposed date 
for their show clashed with another in a neighbouring district 
‘Eghston Open Sweepstake Show May 9th’ ‘Briar Park 
and Hadleigh Open Table Show At the Crown Hotel, May 
14th Calling all the Rabbit Fancy Show Secs do not 
clash 1 ’ ‘Wilford and Dis Rabbit Club will hold a 
Members’ Show for the Red Cross on April 30th ’ ‘ Morlcy 

Ann Show aff B R C Spec Chinchilla Classes Chin fanciers 
keep yr chins up 1 ’ No, it seemed to be all right Good He 
smiled, refolded the paper and put his knife and fork together 
on his empty plate He was properly aware now of Wendy 
opposite him, picking her way among the surplus potatoes 
Nice of her to come and sit at his table, and nice of her to sit 
there quietly while he was reading Most girls would have 
started to chatter, stung to conversation by the sight of some- 
one absorbed 

'Hope you didn’t think me rude,’ he said ‘I was just finishing 
something ’ 
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* Don’t let me disturb you ’ 

< oh, no, I’ve finished.’ He put the paper in his overall pocke 
‘I’ll fetch you your sweet, shall I? What are you going to have 
There’s he looked over his shoulder at the menu on the blac 
board. ‘There’s hot jam roll or prunes and rice.’ 

‘I’d like jam roll, but please don’t bother. I’ll get it.’ Si 
wiped her mouth with her handkerchief and started to get 
‘No, sit down, I’ll get it Give me your ticket.’ 

He came back presently with two plates of prunes and ri> 
‘Sorry, jam roll’s off as per usual ’ 

‘It doesn’t matter. I like prunes.’ 

‘Do you 9 So do I as a matter of fact. Not many people 
though, do they?’ Having agreed that this was so, they pas 
on to a discussion of other food and found they had quite a 
of tastes m common. 

‘ Cigarette 9 ’ said Edward. ‘ Oh, no, you don’t smoke, do yen 
‘Not often, but occasionally I do I would rather like one n 
if I may.’ She smoked it cautiously, in short puffs, and 
thought a cigarette made her look more old-fashioned 
ever, instead of more modern. 

‘How are your rabbits 9 ’ she asked, tapping non-existent 
into the ashtray. ‘Have you still got - Masterman, was it 9 ’ 
Edward was delighted ‘Fancy you remembering!’ He 
her about Masterman’s latest litter and went on to tell her 
the show. The canteen was beginning to empty now , there 
no one else at their table She was far easier to talk to here 
at the bench, where she seemed so reserved and the other 
were always listening or chipping in. 

‘You and your mother were going to come and see 
rabbits, weren’t you?’ he said, forgetting for a moment 
had shattered that project. ‘ I do wish you would Perhaps y 
like to come to the Show? It might be rather interesting. V 
got a very famous rabbit man coming to judge for us ’ 

‘I’d love to,’ said Wendy, ‘but I’m afraid I might not he 
to get away. My father’s not well, you know -’ 

‘Yes, of course,’ he said quickly. He didn’t want to talk 
that horrible old man with the prawn’s eyebrows and the 
mg face He didn’t want Wendy even to have to admit > 
was hei father ‘ Still, if you could ever get away, do come 
them. I’m sure you’d like them.’ He saw the clock. * Go 
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no idea it was so late Come on, we’ll have to run for it if we 
want to clock in on time ’ He hung back for her as they ran 
along the track, but in the crowd round the clocks, he lost her, 
and after looking for a moment, clocked himself in just on time 
By the time Wendy struggled to her clock against the stream 
of people coming in from outside, it was a minute past one and 
she had lost a quarter of an hour 

Before going back to the bench, Edward slipped up to the 
Final Assembly Shop to show Dick his draft for an advertise- 
ment He read it over to him while Dick, who always started 
work dead on time, was assembling a control shaft 
The little collars and split pms which fixed the control levers 
to the rods were impossible for Dick’s hands, so Joseph, who 
was fiddling happily with the sump, had to keep popping up to 
do them Every time Dick grunted ‘Pm, Joe’, Joseph’s little 
head of a pickled mummy would appear inquiringly round the 
supercharger, he would straighten his knees, jump on a wooden 
box and fix the pm with a twist of his delicate wrist 

‘“Grand Inauguration Show”, d’you think, or “Gala In- 
auguration Show”?’ asked Edward frowning 

‘What does he say?’ asked Dick He was really getting very 
tiresome 

‘I haven’t asked him ,’ said Edward with wasted sarcasm ‘I'm 
doing the ads ’ 

‘ Oh,’ said Dick and thought He took a mixture control rod 
from the trolley behind him, looked at it without enthusiasm, 
put it back m the tray and took out another one ‘Just read it 
through again, old chap,’ he said 

‘I’ve read it once,’ said Edward ‘I can’t stop up here much 
longer or the girls’ll be getting themselves into all sorts of 
messes ’ He hadn’t really come up here for ideas from Dick, but 
only for corroboration of lus own opinion that the advertise- 
ment was rather telling ‘“A Unique Opportunity”,’ lie began 
‘Or, I say, Dick, ought it to be “An Unique”?’ 

‘Pm, Joe 1 ’ 

Dick rumbled the words o\er, while Joseph manipulated the 
split pm ‘A unique an unique a unique ’ He shook 
his head ‘That’s a nice point Ted I’d better look that up for 
>ou I’ll call in at the Library on my way home ’ He hitched 
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up his overall, produced one of his red notebooks a 
wrote: ‘Memo: Query An, A unique. Publ. Lib. 6.15. A 
18th. 5 , 

‘Right you are, Chum. 5 Joe hopped back to his native 1 
and Dick tried the tightness of the collar by laying on it a i 
far greater than it would ever know. 

Edward finished reading the advertisement and put it bad 
his pocket ‘You think it’s all right, then? I’ve got to get * 
now I’ll pop up again if I think of anything else. Why don’t _ 
come down to me sometimes? You never do. 5 

‘Down to the Inspection Shop? 5 said Dick and shook 
head ‘Too many girls. Pm, Joe! 5 

There was something going on when Edward got back to 
bench Instead of being spread out at their places, the girls w 
all clustered up at the wheelcase end, chattermg. Some prot 
for him to straighten out. He felt bad about holding them 
not bemg there. He leally ought not to do it, but there wa 
much to arrange and so little time to do it out of working he 
Dinah’s head looked up out of the crowd of bending grey 
as he approached. 

‘Eddie 1 5 she called, beckoning. ‘Where on earth have 
been*? Do come here. 5 

‘What’s up? 5 He strolled up to the group, feeling indis 
sable. Paddy King was sitting m the middle of them bl s 
He had never seen her blush before ; it clashed with her 

‘Well look, 5 said Dinah, ‘it’s the most exciting thing 

‘What is*?’ asked Edward ‘Found another German b> 
something ? 5 

‘Don’t be a twerp, Ed,’ said Dinah, ‘It’s nothing to do 
work It’s Paddy, she 

‘Yes, Paddy’s had a letter, isn’t it marvellous?’ cut m 
gabbling, her hair all over her face and her nose shiny She 
beginning to look a very funny shape already, though Ed 
supposed he ought not to notice it. It made her look ye ■< 
than ever, and she earned her figure as if she didn’t know 
to do with it 

‘What, what, what?’ They were all talking at him at 
and he couldn’t understand, and then suddenly they sto 
and Paddy said quietly : * Oh, it’s nothing It’s a silly fu " 
only that I’ve heard my husband’s coming home ’ 
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* Only 1 ’ shrieked someone ‘After two years 1 Coming back as 
a Captain to some frightfully important job 
‘Shut up, you mustn’t say that ’ 

‘Well, he did, in the letter ’ 

‘He didn’t He only hinted it But honestly, Ed, isn’t it mar- 
vellous for her? I’d be half mad if it was me, but no such luck, 
with my old man sticking around at home being a key worker - 
oh, we didn’t tell you - he’s going to get a medal, isn’t he, 
Paddy 7 ’ 

‘She’ll go to the Palace ’ 

‘ Look at her, she doesn’t care ’ 

‘Not much she doesn’t ’ They hung around, teasing her, wlule 
Paddy sat with her usual stoop, fiddling with a gear shaft and 
not saying much Edward had never seen her shy before It must 
be a bit embarrassing to have tlus horde on top of you when all 
you wanted was to be alone and think and glow inside yourself 
He was filled with affection for her She had never seemed a 
happy person, and no wonder two years away ' Some people 
had all the tough luck It would be grand now to see her happy 
' She’d get leave of course His mind raced ahead and saw her 
dressing up, meeting a train He could see it all , the young man 
in uniform stepping down - he ought to have his arm in a sling 
by rights 

Gradually, lie managed to chivvy the girls back to their jobs 
It was nearly knoclung-off time on Saturday afternoon, when 
nobody felt like work, anyway, but Bob Condor, though 
locked in solemn conclave with some of the AID, kept looking 
sharply over towards them and obviously wishing that ethics 
did not forbid him to walk out on the conclave 
Edward came back to Paddy when the girls had dispersed 
‘I’m awfully pleased,’ he said ‘It’s wizard for you * 

‘Thanks,’ said Paddy, without lool mg up 
‘Yes,’ went on Edw'ard, ‘it rcallj is the most wonderful 
news 

‘Oh, for the Lord’s sake,’ said Paddy, suddenh, shrugging 
him off with her back ‘Give the thing a rest An} one would 
think nobody s husband had cser come home before ’ Edward 
went undersfandmgly away, refusing to be offended It was hcr 
ncncs, of course, after two }cars of worry, and then the shod 
and excitement 
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Madeleine laid her hand gently on Paddy’s arm. ‘I didn 5 
much when the girls were around,’ she said. ‘But I just w 
to tell you, Paddy, dear, how very, very happy I am for y 
My God, thought Paddy, what is this? A conspiracy to 
me feel bad? Don’t they know that Dicky and I have neve 
on so well as since we’ve been a thousand miles apart? Is 
enough that I’m dreading going back to that endless bic! 
that I don’t even really know whether I want him back 01 
without having it rubbed m 7 I’ll count ten and then if she dc 
take her hand off me, I’ll scream. 

‘ So very, very glad,’ urged Madeleine softly. 

Paddy’s left arm was tense. Now she’s giving me the 
I can’t look at her. Oh, Lord, she’s going to cry, and I’m 
to cry, too, and she’ll think it’s for the same reason and 
to wallow She bit her lip and then suddenly the angry mu* 
tears rushed away from her eyes and she heard with cold h 
what Madeleine was saying : 

‘I wasn't going to tell you, but I must tell someone It 
came this morning Just “Missing”, that’s all it said, so it 
be worse ~ it - I’m glad it was me and not you. It’s worse 
wife than a mother, I always say, but Martin wasn’t - 
married I’m so sorry, dear, I didn’t mean to tell you. I 
want to spoil your happiness.’ 

As E Dexter Bell was paying for the advertisement, E 
had to show him the draft copy before he sent it to the 
paper and Backyai d Breeding. 

Mr Bell barely glanced at it * My dear old boy,’ he said, 
needn’t worry your head about that. I’ve already had c 
out by my Mr Upshott at the office, who does all our * 
got it on me somewhere.’ He slapped his pockets. ‘I 1 1 
it home for you so that you could send it off and get the p 
printed ’ 

‘Posters 7 ’ said Edward 

Yes, of course, must have posters Let’s see, abo 1 * 
hundred you’ll want Get ’em up all round the district — « 
hoardings, walls, pubs - you know ’ 

But how am I going to put them up 7 I’m at the fact 
day and it s dark soon after I come out ’ 

Good heavens, don’t ask me; that’s your 30b I’ve dc 
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the donkey work for you as it is Get hold of some kids They’ll 
do it for a tanner ’ Edward could not see the youth of Colhs Park 
taking kindly to this suggestion They all seemed to be scufilers 
in the gutter, jeerers and ringers of bells, and the refugee children 
from the railway district were no more than bandits He read 
glumly through the advertisement, which was geometrically set 
out with a mapping pen in red and black ink He thought it 
compared unfavourably with his own It was professional all 
right, and clever ‘The Colhs Park Rabbit Club will hold their 
Annual Show,’ as if they had been going for years, but it had 
no magnetism You believed no more that the show was an 
‘Outstanding Event’ than you believed that a gaunt, incon- 
venient house was the ‘Commodious Gentleman’s Residence’ 
of Mr Upshott’s usual advertisements 

Edward liked his own much better It was modelled on some 
of the more attractive ones from Backyard Bi ceding 

‘Are You Getting Your Exhibits Ready,’ it said, ‘For Our 
Unique Show at the Victory Hall 7 ’, etc , etc ‘Our Unique’ was 
the solution to the ‘a unique’ or ‘an unique’ difficulty Dick 
Bennett had looked it up in Ins own Public Library, but then, 
travelling to the next borough for corroboration, had found 
that the dictionaries differed 

Edward returned the bit of paper to his pocket If Mr Bell’s 
ideas were so different, it was just as well he had not looked at 
it He would probably think it amateur 

‘Right you are Do that then,’ said Mr Bell with the confi- 
dence of a man used to having orders carried out Edward 
noticed that Mr Upshott, no doubt under instruction, had put 
‘Presidents E Dexter Bell, Esq , R R Bennett, Esq , Hon 
Sec E L P Ledward, Esq but he folded the paper and put 
it in his pocket without comment Whenever he felt like kicking 
against the totalitarian Bell influence which seemed to be creep- 
ing mto the Colhs Park Rabbit Club, so democratically plan- 
ned, he reminded himself that it was through Mr Bel! that he 
was at last going to meet Allan Colley There couldn’t be 
much wrong with a man who was on such intimate terms with 
Colley 

As a fancier, too, Edward had to admire him Whenever he 
returned from Mr Bell’s rabbitry, scientifically housed in the 
outbuildings and garden behind ‘Uanmee’, he viewed with 
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dissatisfaction the hybrid hutches in his own crowded stri 
garden. 

Not all Mr Bell’s rabbits were quality, and some were 
doubtedly inferior to Edwaid’s best stock, but they diffe 
subtly as Hollywood film stars differ from English stars 
had glamour. Even the utility docs who were used as fos 
mothers had it. They knew they were Bell stock, therefore 
coats were silkier, their eyes more bold and blight ; they bas 
m the nimbus of their owner’s pride. It may have been * 
that Edward usually saw them by electric light. All the « 
buildings were wired, and when they were looking at the • 
door hutches, there was the searchlight torch to spotlight 
occupant with a theatrical effect that Edward could n 
achieve in his garden with a bicycle lamp. 

When he got home tonight from meeting Mr Bell, he ’ 
straight through to the garden. Connie was neither in the liv 
room nor the kitchen, but he didn’t stop to call upstairs to 
He wanted to reassure himself by a sight of the latest litter 
by Masterman, his best yet. The doe was an enormous 
of the same strain, and these youngsters seemed to Edw 
be outstandingly big for their age. He measured them e 
week with a tape measure, and had sent up statistics to * 
Colley s Inquire Within’ column, and had received the a** 
that - yes, they v/ere certainly very sizey, but Edward mus 
be over-confident as these early growers sometimes stc 
before they reached maturity. With the Show in view, Ed 
had them on a foremg diet The Lipmann’s spring vegv. 
were coming along nicely and Ruth often had some* 
under the counter for him. He always went in there osten 
to buy something and pretended to be surprised when 
beckoned him behind the other customers’ backs. 

‘I don’t see why you keep bringing home all this p 
meat,’ Connie would grumble. ‘You hardly ever eat 1 . 

what you do open goes mouldy before you finish it. W 
waste I call it ’ 

^ e Ji bone ^ be bicycle lamp on the wire run against 
^ re were three bucks and two does and he was gc 
exhibit them all except one at the show Following his 

r j lbb 1 lts after the girls at the factory, he had call 
gg Freda, because her whiskers were so fine He w* 3 
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rung all liis hopes on her winning one of the Flemish classes 
She would have romped home at a little show, but with all 
these big breeders exhibiting, you nevei knew what she might 
be up against Would Colley like her? ‘If Colley doesn’t like 
you, Freda,’ he said, thrusting a cabbage leaf at her nose which 
she was trying to screw through the wire, ‘I’ll put you in a pie 
and go m for cavies ’ He might, too, though he would never 
put Freda in a pie But he had often toyed with the idea of 
extending his fancy to guinea-pigs, if only he had the space 
There was money in them and they were useful to the govern- 
ment m wartime 

He went back into the house and called up the stairs for 
Connie Both the bathroom and the bedroom doors were open, 
but she might be pretending not to hear because he was so late 
home Perhaps she was doing something in the spare room 
She sometimes raised dust madly there and slufted the furniture 
about and shook out rugs before leaving it to settle down again 
undei its dust-sheets until the fever was on her once more He 
went up and opened the door, but there was only the shrouded 
furniture and the stale smell and the neat pile of newspapers on 
the floor waiting to go in for salvage 

‘ Connie ' ’ He wanted his tea He looked once more m the 
living-room, but the blackout was not even drawn in there Hie 
table was not laid and her sewing was strewn on the arm-chair 
as if she had abandoned it in a hurry Dorothy had probably 
come round and taken her off to a cinema In that case, she 
might have left something hotting m the oven for Edward, or 
she might not 

She had not Pity he had got home too late to go to the Lip- 
manns’ and get something tasty, because he was hungry Mr 
Bell had been talking about the leg of pork lus sister was going 
to give him for dinner, and Edward had been looking forward 
to haddock, because it was Friday and they nearly always had 
haddock on Friday Mr Arles at the fish shop usually kept one 
for Connie 

Hiere was the haddock, too, still wrapped m its newspaper 
on the dresser Perhaps Connie meant to cook it when she got 
back from the cinema , she might bring Dorothy in She would 
be annoyed if he had already had something else for his tea 
and didn’t want to eat fish with them That would be wasting 
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food. But he couldn’t possibly wait until half-past nine or later; 
he was starving. Perhaps he’d better just lay his appetite with 
a slice of bread and butter while he looked forward to the 
haddock a little longer. But supposing she had had tea before 
she left, or was going to have something out and leave the 
haddock fot tomorrow 7 He would have waited and starved for 
nothing. If he was going to sit down to bread and cheese when 
she did get home, he might as well sit down to it now. He opened 
the cupboard door and lifted the cover of the cheese dish 
Underneath, in contrast to the dish, which was shaped like 
generous wedge of Cheshire, sat a small cracking lump wh 
green dust on the edges Of course, the new ration came tc 
morrow. The jam was also at the end of its tether The p 
would have to be scraped to make it do for breakfast. Edvvar 


sighed and considered the Lipmann’s potted meat jars Tw 
were Austerity and were labelled reticently ‘Fish’, and ‘Mca + 
The third was called Lobster and Tomato, but it had alrea 
been opened and was now covered with a bloom of fungus 
threw it into the dustbin, remembering afterwards that you 
supposed to save glass jars. 


He couldn t keep his eyes off the parcel of haddock, whi 
was just asking to be cooked. How pleased they would be w 
they came back from the cinema to find a tempting dish wait 
for them m the oven Yes, but would it be tempting 7 All 
knew about cooking was from watching Connie, who hat 
be watched and would put her back between him and whatc 
she was doing and would answer questions like ‘How d* 
make pastry 7 ’ with ‘Oh, it’s a knack You’d never do it.’ 

Still, haddock ought not to be difficult He had seen her 
it m the oven with water and milk and simply leave it He c 
te when it was done by tasting it, and if it was ready b p 
ey got home, he could have his without spoiling the 
i 1 S? nnie not mean t 1° have it tonight, well, it w 
n° f T r ! 3 ^ tomorrow, wouldn’t it? In any case, it w'' 
h addoc f A 6 had paid for ltj hadn,t he? He unwrappe. 
,w dOCk , defiantly and stood looking at it for a moment, 
tw ab “ Ut t the Skln and those fins and that baclcbon 
art.Se w ° UWer b!tS They nevsr a PP03red on the 
probably^ easTXSaf T* , they amoved? They v 

y Cw easier to take off when it was cooked, but 
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posing it was right to do it first, and Connie came m before 
the fish was done 1 ? 

He turned the fish over and began to saw at the skin with a 
fruit knife That was one thing he did know you must nevei 
touch fish with anything but silver Nothing happened The 
knife did not even penetrate the skin Eventually he managed 
to jab the point m, but the thing was impossible You needed 
three hands, one to hold the tail of the fish, one to work the 
knife and one to peel the skin back as you cut it If men had 
to do the cooking they would see that all this trimming was 
done at the fishmonger’s, but women liked to make things as 
difficult as possible and then be martyred Abandoning the 
skm, he tore off the fins with his naked hands The haddock 
was now beginning to look a bit battered, so he put it in the 
dish that Connie used and covered it with water and milk He 
put the dish m the oven, lit the gas and washed his hands 
Cooking was rather fun It was nice to be able to mess about 
in a kitchen undisturbed For one mad moment, he contem- 
plated making a cake The papers said you should use the oven 
for more than one thing He even got as far as getting out the 
flour bm and mixing bowl and a cookery book, but fortunately 
all the recipes called for eggs, so he put everything away again 

‘ Season to taste ’ A phrase in the book caught his eye He 
knew there was something he had forgotten He took the fish 
out again, gave it salt and pepper, tasted the lukewarm liquid 
with his finger, and added more pepper Of course, it would 
taste different when it was cooked He hoped it would not take 
too long It would be grand to have it ready when Connie came 
home and see that incredulous look that came to her face when 
he achieved anything like mending a fuse or unstopping the 
sink 

He went into the sitting-room and drew the curtains, then 
got the cloth out of the sideboard drawer and laid the table 
He laid it for three, in case Dorothy was coming, it looked 
more hospitable It was soon done Why did people make such 
a of it, flapping the cloth and idttling knives and crockery 
when you were trying to listen to the wireless? Might as well 
scc there was anything on now He looked at the clock Of 
course, Tommy Handley It was Friday and getting on for half- 
Past eight lie might get the chance to listen to it before they 
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got back. Connie didn’t think Tommy Handley was l 
She didn’t like Max Miller, or Gcoi ge Formby, or Arthur 
either, and as for Bob Hope, well, if that was what At 
was like, she was sorry, but give her the Germans She 
Dennis Noble and Petei Dawson and the man who sang 
being a roving vagabond, and she liked anyone and eve 
who played the cinema 01 gan. 

Passing before the mantelpiece to turn on the wireles 
ward’s eye was caught by a sheet of paper leaning a 
Dorothy’s wedding group. The old girl had left him a 
Now he’d know what time she’d be m and whether he’d 
right about the haddock. 

The note said: ‘V. bad news. Come round to the Bui 
straight away. X have gone theie.’ 

Schoolbred Buildings was an immense hollow block of 
Flats, red brick and flat-topped, with lows and rows of win 
It was not very homely. The only way you could tell whe 
flat ended and another began was by the different curta‘ 
a row of plants perhaps, or an old lady parked in the w 
all day like an exhibit. You entered under an archway y 
caretaker’s door into a courtyard made hideous all * 
children and at night a dark well of noise from the surro 
wireless sets Two entrances led out of it on each side 
stone staus beyond. 

Edward sped across the courtyard and into the corner 
way on the left, clattering up the stairs with Ins heart t 
He had run all the way from the trolley bus. He turned 
the third floor, along the corridor, knocking into a coupl 
said. Well, I must say and turned the screw bell of 1 
which went ‘prang’’ and then sprang back and cau^. < 
fingers 

His mother-in-law opened the dooi with a face like a '* 
doom Edward didn’t know what he had expected 

een prepared to hear them crying half-way up the u 

instead he found them all sitting round the table m ^ 
drinking tea 

‘Well, here you are at last, then,’ said Connie ‘I did 
you d come straightaway.’ " 

But I did,’ said Edward ‘At least, as soon as I sa 
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note I didn’t see it at first, I - but never mind that What’s 
happened?’ He looked from one to the other They were all 
there, anyway 

‘You tell, Mum,’ said Dorothy, her face heavy and her eyes 
unfocused Mrs Munroe sat down in her place and began to 
stir her tea ‘It seems funny everybody doesn’t know We’ve 
known now for hours But you not coming round It’s 
Don,’ she said ‘He’s gone ’ 

‘Gone 7 said Edward, dully ‘But how d’you mean - what 
happened? Is it definite 9 ’ 

‘Well, of course it’s definite,’ said Connie sharply, almost as 
if it were Edward’s fault 

Edward didn’t know what to say He tried to convey his sym- 
pathy, but they didn’t seem to accept it The four of them were 
withdrawn into a world winch he could not enter, a world 
which had known for hours that Don Dems was dead They 
had been through the shock and the tears and the futile con- 
jecturing, the hope and the protestations of despair, until now 
there were no more left Tired, they watched him to see what 
he would do 

‘But what happened 9 ’ asked Edward again, and watched the 
spoon going round and round inside Mrs Munroe’s cup while 
she told him ‘He was like a son to me,’ she said, and Edward, 
looking at her, saw that she really believed it Why not 9 He had 
been fond of Don, too, how fond he had never realized until 
now it was too late to show it Poor old Don 1 He could hear 
him saying ‘Think of me where the sands of the desert grow 
cold,’ and now he was drowned without even having got there 

‘I knew he’d never get there,’ said Mrs Munroe ‘I always said 
so, didn’t I, Connie? Didn’t I, Dorothy?’ 

‘Oh, shut up, Mum,’ said Connie ‘It doesn’t matter what 
you said That won’t bring him alive ’ She put her arm round 
Dorothy’s shoulders, where it lay awkwardly, Dorothy neither 
welcoming nor rejecting it They had never been affectionate 
sisters They had bickered when they were at home together and 
criticized with an even clearer perception since they had been 
apart 

Mr Munroe opened his mouth to speak and was instantly 
shut up He was seldom allowed to speak when all was well, 
so he could hardly hope for a hearing under the circumstances 
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Howevei, he went on talking although nobody listened t« 
until it became clear that he was making the quite se 
suggestion that Dorothy should go to bed. 

‘Oh, T couldn't,’ she said ‘I shouldn't sleep a wink.* 
‘But you must try, dear,' said her mother getting up/ 
along, I'll settle you down with an aspirin ’ 

‘Oh, no, I don't want to ’ Dorothy clung to her chair 
mother took hold of her arm 

‘I’m only thinking of your good, Dorothy It's your d 
try and sleep. You must think of baby. After all,' she said 
all you’ve got now.’ Dorothy began to cry, her face still so 
and stained from her last tears. ‘I don't want to - I co 
Not here, where I’ve been with him No, Mum 

‘Now, now, now,' said her father. ‘Do as your mo*h 
you ’ 

‘I tell you what,’ said Connie, ‘why don’t we take h • 
with us 9 Edward can go m the spare room and she ca 
in with me Would you like that, Dorothy 9 ’ 

‘I don’t mind,’ she said. ‘I don’t care where I go. I was 
dead ’ 

‘Yes, of course you do, dear,’ said her mother ‘And I 
surprised either after what the child’s been through Enc 
drive anyone out of their mind, I’m sure.' Dorothy cued 
and Connie stood up 

‘Come on,’ she said, ‘you’re coming back with us. Y 
your coat on and I’ll get your things together. Edwaid, 
better go down to the phone box and ring for a taxi ’ 
‘You’ll never get one,’ said Mrs Munroe, but Ed w ^ 1 
quite glad to go When he got back, Dorothy was in 
looking enormous and pathetically plain m a beret that 
had put on for her too far forward 

‘Well, I don’t know, I’m sure,’ Mrs Munroe was say 
don t like you going where I can’t have my eye on y 
never know what may happen after a shock ’ 

You come round tomorrow, Mum,’ said Connie. ‘An 
you worry. You’ll be all right here with him, won’t yo 1 
jerked her head at her father, who was liovenng in the 

ground, making passes towards Dorothy and her case ” 
wanted to help 

I suppose so,’ said Mrs Munroe ‘Though I can’t sa' 
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it Still it doesn’t matter about me so long as Dorothy’s all right 
X don’t want you to worry about me, Dorothy I dare say I shall 
be all right ’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dorothy, who had no intention of worrying 
It was apparently Edward’s fault that there was no taxi at 
half-past nine at night in an outer suburb of London They 
were half-way home on the trolley-bus before he remembered 
the haddock As they walked down Church Avenue, he said to 
Connie ‘You take Dorothy straight upstairs, she’s yawning 
already I’ll come up in a sec and move my things ’ 

‘What’s that smell?’ said Connie, as he opened the door for 
them 

‘What smell 9 I don’t -’ but it was too strong to ignore ‘Oh, 
that, I burned some rubbish in the boiler, that’s all ’ 

‘Well, you shouldn’t,’ said Connie, ‘it clogs it up,’ but she 
was really only thinking of getting Dorothy upstairs As soon 
as they had rounded the turn by the bathroom, Edward shot 
into the kitchen and shut the door He turned out the oven and 
when he opened it a blast of scorched air hit him m the face 
The haddock was in a terrible way, blackened and charred and 
as inseparable from the sides of the dish as the clothing of a 
burnt man from his skin The liquid had long since boiled 
away, but it had first boiled over and encrusted itself on the 
floor of the oven The dish scorched his hand through the thick 
oven cloth He hurried outside with it and tipped as much of 
the haddock as would come away into the dustbin What to do 
with the dish? Back in the kitchen, he heard footsteps on the 
stairs, so he quickly shut the dish outside the back door and 
was in the hall with the kitchen door shut behind him before 
Connie had reached the last step 
‘What are you doing 9 ’ she said ‘Never mind the boiler now, 

1 want you to come up and get your things Dorothy’s in bed 
already I believe she’ll sleep She’s absolutely worn out ’ 

‘Just coming up now ’ He took her arm and bore her up with 
him He collected his pyjamas and brushes and the things he 
would want in the morning and kissed Dorothy, giving her 
shoulder a squeeze and covering her up and tucking her m as 
if she were a child 

‘You going to bed now 9 ,’ he whispered to Connie ‘Have you 
had anything to eat?’ 


197 



‘I couldn’t touch anything I’ll gel to bed now. T ma 
a bad night with her.’ 

He kissed liei. ‘You’ve been a brick,’ he said and v» 
shutting the door. It seemed callous to think of foo 
everyone else was too upset to cat anything, but he v 
solutely starving. When Connie was safely m bed, he w* 
down and remove all tiaces of the haddock and find 
something to eat. It was very cold in the spare room an 
was no bulb in the light. He look one from the land! 
Connie had taken down the curtains and there was no 
out. He switched off the light, pulled the dust-sheet fi 
bed and took Ins things down to the bathroom. He 
again in his pyjamas and dressing-gown and listened 
the bedroom door There was no sound, but he opei 
spare-room door and shut it, in case Connie was awak 
He crept downstairs, feeling like a burglar in his ow 
and went quietly about his cleaning, holding Ins bieat 
the dish knocked against the side of the sink and ru 
taps on to the dishcloth to deaden the sound of the wa 
having lied about the fish, it would look so silly if - 
down and caught him The whole business, anyway, sc 
inappropriate to the tragedy of the evening It looked 
a stupid little schoolboy prank to make trouble wh 
was trouble enough 

By dint of scrapmg and scrubbing, he at last got t 
clean He left its door open to clear the smell and I 
open the window before he went up His stomach was 1 
with hunger now He got out bread and margarine and 
the green part off the cheese Then he sat down at the f 
ate steadily and ravenously, but without pleasure It w 

duty to his body While he ate, he stared at nothing and 
about Don. 

He was feeling so bad about Don that he thought 
went on feeling like this, he would never have any 
mind again It was not only his remorse but the selfis 
at ept nagging at him He could not forget that w 
unroe had said ‘Don’s gone,’ his instant reaction h 
not sorrow for Don, nor for Dorothy, but for himself 
never othered to like Don and now had no chance to 
° r 1 e ^ad felt cheated If only soiheone had told h 
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was going to happen he could have been friends with 
had never even written to him, and now it was too ' 

And much, much too ]ate to make up for all the 
when he had pnggishly shouldered off Don’s gestures ■ 
will Those ‘Parties with the Boys’, which he had alwa 
gratulated himself on avoiding, those ‘Quickies’ and * 
round to the local before supper’ which he had always > * 
because Don bored him Much too late too to unsay 
things he had ever said to Connie 
‘Every time I look at that chap, the back of my hair goes 
He could hear himself saying that after one Thursday ev 
He had not really meant it at the time, so why did he ha\ 
go on remembering it now’ Why couldn’t he stop tormen 
himself with regrets 9 

Sorrow was one thing, there was something noble abc 
sorrow When his mother died, a year after his father, 
Edward was not yet eighteen, there had been something e„ 
nobling about the completeness of his grief He had worn hi 
loss like the black band on his sleeve, buoyed up £>y the picture 
of himself as a tragic figure, a man of grief 
But there was nothing noble or sustaining about remc.se 
Remorse was bitterness and shabby, secret self-pity 
He was not a religious man He had hardly been to church 
since his wedding Brought up to believe there was a God, he 
had accepted that fact unthinkingly without doing anything 
about it He had sometimes prayed, but only as a schoolchild 
recites poetry, or superstitiously, to ward off evil, but he prayed 
now properly for the first time, chewing on a bit of bread with- 
out knowing that he was eating 
It was a bit out of the Bible ‘Let tins cup pass from me 
Don’t let me go on feeling like this I’ll be good - I’ll do every- 
thing for Dorothy, but don’t let me go on feeling bad about 
Don It won’t help him now Let this cup pass from me He 
sat for 'a long time, with thoughts going round in his brain 
until suddenly he found that he was thinking about nothing 
His brain was blessedly at peace Was this the answer to prayer 9 
Was prayer and the answer to it nothing more than a state of 
mind? 

He went upstairs and the shrouded furniture looked at him 
dispassionately as he got into the bed and was mstantl 
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CHAPTER 10 


After a time, Edwaid become quite attached to th 
room When the curtains were up and the furniture tins’ 
and the drawers filled with his clothes, it gradually lelax 
the resentment of a room too long unlived in and began 
character from himself. It even began to smell of him 
nice to be able to do his scalp massage at his dress' 
instead of in the bathroom Connie had never liked the 
his hair tome in her bedroom She had not liked him t< 
trousers under the mattress either, nor to read in bed 
open the window at the bottom, however warm the ni- 
All these things he could now do. There was a lot t* 
for marriage, but there was also a lot to be said fo> 
your own room The bed was narrow and harder than 
double-bed, but it was a change to be able to spr 
not to be woken out of your best sleep by a prod to 
snoring 

He sometimes wondered, without undue fervour, 
Connie was ever going to start being Nice to « ; - 
Dorothy would be going home presently when the baby 
But Dorothy stayed on, and gradually it became es* 
that she was going to have the baby right there in 
room Connie seemed to like having her. It was co 
her, and it put her one up on her mother She baR> 
extra work it made by skimping on the work she 
She never made cakes or scones now for Edward to 
work and it was as much as he could do to get a sock 
When he was almost down to his last pair, the others b 
m Connie s workbasket or the dirty clothes basket, 
asked mildly after supper if she would do some a, * 
He was sitting readmg at the table. Dorothy was in 
chair, which was the only one m which she could get 
able and Connie was in hers at the other side of th 
screen in the fireplace The two women were I 
moaning undertow that had come into their vc ' 
orot iy wore mourning dragging at their conversativ. 

Your socks, Edward?’ said Connie. ‘Surely yo 
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plenty to wear I can’t do them tonight, anyway I want to get 
this finished so that we can match it for ribbon tomorrow You 
don t realize what a lot there is to be done if this baby’s not 
to look neglected, poor little soul ’ Dorothy turned on him her 
look of a reproachful cow 

It had been the same the next time he asked, and finally he 
had been driven to wearing a holey pair round to Dick’s and 
pretending the holes had only come that day at work Mrs 
Bennett, flushed and maternal, had darned them for him while 
he sat in Dick’s slippers allotting numbers to the Show entries 
The plans had reached this advanced stage by now and the 
low was less than two weeks off Entries were coming in 
excitingly, Edward never got used to finding a lot of letters 
m the letter cage when he got home from work Some quite big 
people seemed to be taking them seriously and there were several 
exhibits coming by rail A lesser judge, a lady called Miss Violet 
heeds had been engaged to assist Allan Colley The Victory 
Hall had been booked and the sticky eartags ordered Edward 
had spent seven coupons on a white overall 
There was still plenty to do, and on top of that Canning Kyles 
was having one of its pep periods Mr Gurley’s little window 
|^cnt up and down so often that it seemed to have discovered 
ie seeret of perpetual motion The goaded labourers pushed 
°. S at twice the speed and slung bits of engines about with 
ctr rim S , c * angs Charlie’s younger female mate grew 
, c ' c 86ed from staggering under too heavy loads, and the 
er one cut the split sleeves out of her overall and wore it like 
Jerkin over one of her late husband’s flannel shirts 

larhe had not had a wink of sleep for days , his nook behind 
7 _ s | lr,n E _ testing machine was filled now with crankcases which 
fn ti £en lns P ec t e h so fast that the Fitting Shop was not ready 
f sooner had the girls signed their names to one 

Por t ian they were up and away to another bench, tool box 
n er one arm and stool under the othei Things went so fast 
or eeme that she found herself writing the report of one 
ngine on the card of the next Freda’s arms were bare to the 
. .*? w atK * s he tackled even delicate jobs like a blacksmith and 
o people that at last they were working one-tenth as hard as 
Ie ussian women Edward scurried about among them like a 
cPdog, clearing up muddles, helping Wendy when she got 
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behind, chasing a gearwheel that had been sent for pol 
six engines ago and never reappeared. 

He was busy all day long as well as most of the cvenh 
liked his life to be full, because his body took on fresh \ 
to meet it. He ate enormously, slept like a log in the n 
spare-room bed and wished the walk to and from wor> 
twice as long New things kept cropping up. There were 
from manufacturers of patent foods and hutches, fi 
letters from secretaries of other Clubs, inquiries fiom br 
with names well known in the Fancy. He had even been 
telephone to the editor of the local paper about sending 
a reporter. 

But when he looked at Dorothy, he felt bad about fee 
well. Each evening as he put his key into the lock, he 
himself down to a more suitable pitch for the atmcoid 
his house. The baby was due any day now and Mrs Iv 
was practically m residence. She often came round to br 
- mercifully after he had gone - and was nearly al\\a> 
when he got home. Sometimes she had parked Mr 
elsewhere, sometimes he was with her and cumb « ^ 
comer while the women droned and planned as if he w 
there. 

Edward would come in bursting with something to t 
be fidgety all evening for the lack of anyone to tell it to 
were not interested in the Show and he understood th 
thought it callous of him to be so wrapped up m it 
might have been interested. She had asked him once 
about the Show when they were alone and even w 
occasionally to see the rabbits until her mother fetched 
with a warning about the deformities of babies whose • > 
got their feet wet She and Connie watched Dorothy 
awk Whenever the sun shone or she enjoyed a meal 
natural self-absorption of her condition made her foi to ~ 
Don for a while, her mother or sister was on hand to j. • 

ne of Mrs Munroe’s most common remarks was : ‘ 
Dorothy'? I’m sure she’s crying ’ If Dorothy was out 
sig t, she would roam the house listening for the so> 
ears and once when Dorothy had gone out for a 
elicious May morning, her mother had trailed her fi 
sure she was not heading for the river. 
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‘Why should she’’ Edward had asked Connie, with a wave of 
his hand to the flooded gravel pits beyond the garden ‘With 
the Ponds so close?’ He saw at once that his flippancy was a 
mistake He gradually adapted himself to the conditions of his 
home by keeping his full, absorbing day outside it and just 
being as little trouble as possible inside it He often stayed out 
to supper His rations were probably of more use to Dorothy 
than his presence His heart yearned with pity towards her 
but there seemed to be nothing he could do to help He was 
allowed to do nothing for her He had offered once to take 
her to the cinema and fancied he saw a gleam of interest in 
the jelly of her eye but Mrs Munroe had been so shocked as 
if he had suggested hot music at a funeral service What would 
people think'? 

The doctor said they might expect Dorothy’s baby on May 
the 22nd, but Mrs Munroe knew better The twenty-second was 
a Monday, and didn’t the old saying say ‘Thursday’s child is 
full of woe 1 ?’ He would come on the twenty-fifth 

The mam line station for Collis Park was Cleave Hill, some 
two miles away near the gas works, and thither Dick Bennett 
drove in a small Ford lorry, on a wet Sunday morning m 
May His job, whose responsibility was making him grip the 
steering wheel tightly, was to collect the rabbits which had 
been sent by rail and take them to the Victory Hall in time to 
be penned and labelled before the show opened at eleven 
o clock Mrs Bennett’s brother, who was a builder, had lured 
the van to Dick and Edward at cut prices, any scruples 
about using the petrol being drowned with several Olds 
After the third pmt, Dick’s was already a mission of national 
importance , he should almost have a label on the windscreen 
saying ‘Urgent’ 

My point is this,’ said Edward, who had unconsciously 
Picked up some of E Dexter Bell’s phrases, ‘rabbit breeding is 
important in wartime Am I right 1 ?’ Dick Bennett nodded, 
faring into his beer ‘The Government encourage it, don’t 
iey*?^ said Edward truculently, as if someone had contradicted 
an What about all those pamphlets they keep sending out? 
c l, how are you going to keep up the breeding standards 
without shows'? Answer me that And if shows are important, 
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it's presumably important to get the exhibits to those she 
Important? It’s a national duty.’ 

‘Oh, quite, quite,’ said Dick’s brother-in-law. It didn’t m 
to him what the van was used for if he happened to have p 
to spare. ‘What I always say is, 5 he signalled the barma 
waggling his little finger, ‘I always say the harm’s been 
the time the petrol reaches the consumer. The chaps at se 
already risked their lives, so it don’t make a ha’p’~ 
difference to them whether the stuffs used for aeroplanes 
shows or the wife and me to visit her sister over at Ci 
An argument that was subsequently to get him fined t„ 
after being stopped by a policeman on the Eastbour" 

But this had not happened yet and no policema 
Dick Bennett as he coasted down Station Hill and in 
with elaborate hand signals. There were about tw 
boxes and baskets waiting for him, labelled ‘l 
with care’ and Dick gave them so much cai 
woman porter who was helping him made two jo 
one from the platform to the lorry. He had frequen 
her to mind what she was about. 

‘There’s some very valuable stock here, M ; 
them to the Show.’ 

She swung a luxury basket from a well-kno 
Finchley over the tailboard as carelessly as if it ’ 
a dead cat 

‘The Collis Park Rabbit Club, you know,’ 
and Fancy Show ’ 

‘ Oh, yes,’ she said Rabbits did not interest 
she had never been able to eat them from a 
interesting and she told Dick about it as the 
platform for the last lot Before he could 
pamstakmg explanation of the difference 
show stock she had slammed up the tailboar 
walked off whistling with her cap on the bac 1 
pulled himself up into the driver’s seat 
with great delicacy. 

He drove to the Victory Hall, leaning _ 
his cap worn quite straight on his head 
blowing his horn at stray, early chur r 
deserted cross road to loo 



he crawled across Whatever Edward thought, Dick was certain 
that Mr Bell was nght m insisting on a fair-sized pen show 
instead of a potty little table show The fact that these big 
breeders had bothered to sena entries by rail justified the daring 
of the enterprise, which had almost numbed him with worry 
at first 

The inside of the Victory Hall, still m chaos, brought on 
some of the numbness again The hired pens, winch came in 
lengths of six partitions, were stacked anyhow m the middle of 
the floor A line of them was only just beginning to take shape 
along one wall under the hands of two of the Club members, 
a schoolboy and a little bow-legged man called Simkiss, who 
bred Chinchillas on his allotment Edward, in his shirt-sleeves 
with his soft light hair on end, was helping to erect the judging 
table under the platform at the end of the hall 
‘How goes it?’ asked Dick 

‘Capital, capital,’ said Edward abstractedly ‘It wants to 
come up a bit at your end, Mr Marchmont We’ll have to put 
a couple of blocks underneath ’ 

‘At the show they had at Iver,’ said Mr Marchmont, who 
wore hairy terra-cotta plus-fours and a cap to match, ‘they 
didn’t have trestles like tlus They had some sort of solid erec- 
tion I must say it seemed very satisfactory ’ 

‘Well, I’ve brought the rail stock,’ said Dick proudly 
‘You’ve brought the - good heavens man, you haven’t left 
them outside, have you? Here, let’s get them in straightaway 
You never know what might happen ’ 

Edward hurried out, with Dick following in alarm, visualizing 
the entire lorry gone, although he had its ignition key and rotor 
arm in his pocket 

Gradually the hall took shape As more Club members 
arrived Edward set them to work Some of them only got under- 
foot and asked questions and fussed round their own entries 
Mi Marchmont kept asking why hadn’t all this been done the 
night before and Edward had to keep telling lum that the night 
before the Victory Hall had been full of a Flannel Dance Dick 
Bennett, who was the most underfoot of all, was eventually 
stowed away behind the table where Miss Hemming was 
checking the entries and issuing the numbered eartags to Mrs 
Ledbetter Miss Hemming was secretarial, with neat clothes and 
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an expensive fountain-pen, and Mrs Ledbetter bad large m 
culine features and wore a navy blue tricorne and a dirty w 
apron tied round tbe skirt of her best afternoon marocain. 
handled the rabbits like an expert, balancing them in one h 
while she stuck the little round labels inside each transpai 
right ear. She was one of the Club’s most solid members, w 
bred pofitably, m a back garden where her husband would V 
hked to grow vegetables. As it was, he had to content hi 
with tomatoes and dwarf beans in window boxes. She 1 
brought him along this morning to help, and he had been giv 
to Mrs Bennett, who was running a small refreshment bar 
on the platform. He was cutting open rolls, while she spr 
them and put cheese and beetroot inside, her eyebrows and 
front of her hair singed from a slight contretemps with 
Primus stove 

At ten o’clock. Miss Hemming put on a small round hat 
slipped away to church, leaving Dick happily making lists 
collecting entrance fees in a tobacco-tm. Edward had ** n 
into his new white overall and had time to look at some of 
entries He inspected the Flemish Giants with concern, go 
back to Freda’s pen to reassure himself that she was bigger 
better. He kept popping outside to scan the road for / 
Colley, who was not due for another hour, and returning 
stand in the doorway and look round the hall to see he 
would strike him Would the whole thing seem amate 
after the big shows at which he had judged? 

Edward himself was impressed with the scene ; the Show 
taking shape. The pens were built in a double tier along 
walls, the travelling boxes were stacked tidily m a comer, 
Simkiss was laying out a table of leaflets and handbooks, 
the judging table was covered with sacking and was lev 
last, although Mr Marchmont still didn’t like the look o 
Just when there seemed to be some hope of the Show being 
to open by eleven o’clock, m walked E. Dexter Bell m a 
flannel chalk-stripe suit with a flower m the buttonhole 
announced that the pens must be m the middle of the " 
that people could circulate. 

Mr Marchmont was delighted, because that was how they 
them at Iver, and he had said so all along He told Mr Bell ■ 
ut Mr Bell was not listening, because having got every 
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working like beavers to rearrange the hall, he was unwrapping 
on Dick’s table the small silver cup which he was presenting for 
the Best Rabbit m the Show A girl m a flowered dress, who had 
brought two Havana Re\cs in the basket of her bicycle, hovered 
by with little cries of admiration 
‘Look at the cup, Mrs Ledbetter,’ she cried ‘Isn’t it smash- 
ing 7 ’ Mrs Ledbetter picked up the cup, disclosing that it was 
lighter than it looked, replaced it on its stand without a w’ord 
and hurried back to work, her hips working under the tight 
wlute apron 

Edward had taken off his wlute overall and was in Ins shirt- 
sleeves again, and Mr Bell came and gave him a blow between 
the shoulders as he staggered across the hall with one end of a 
row of pens complete with rabbits 

‘Splendid work, old boy,’ he said ‘You’ve done a great job 
here Sorry' I couldn’t get in before to give you a hand, but I’ve 
been tied up with w'ork all morning Can’t even reckon on my 
Sundays these days, like you can ’ 

‘Easy 1 ’ said Edward to the schoolboy at the other end of the 
pens ‘O K , put her down Perhaps you’d give me a hand with 
some of these then,’ he said, straightening up ‘This lad’s got 
plenty to do ’ 

‘My dear old boy, I can’t I’ve got to rush off I only just looked 
in to see what I could do to help Good thing I did, too Those 
pens would never have done as you had them I’ll be back in 
good time, though Don’t worry Colley’ll probably come round 
to my place and I’ll bring him along with me ’ 

But at a quarter to eleven, Edward, who was going through 
lists with Dick, looked up impatiently as Mr Marchmont’s tan 
golf stockings with the yellow tassels came straddling into his 
vision 

‘Colley’s here I see,’ said Mr Marchmont ‘Spotted him at 
once He was at the Iver Show ’ 

‘Is he 7 ’ Edward jumped up ‘Where? I ought to have been 
there to -’ he looked round, not liking to admit that he didn’t 
know what Allan Colley looked like 

‘Over there by the Chins ’ There were three men looking at 
the Chinchillas , one was a Club member, another was a tubby 
man with wiry grey hair and a square moustache who looked 
as if he had just wandered in by chance, and the third was 
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obviously Allan Colley, tall and sporting with a high co 
plexion and heavy brogues Edward hurried up to him. 

‘How d’you do, Mr Colley?’ he said, holding out his han 
‘I’m so sorry I wasn’t at the door to meet you I understoc 
you were coming with Mr Bell.’ 

The tall man stared. ‘Watson’s the name, sir,’ he sai> 
‘Watson and Dolmeny’s Rabbitries of Slough’ He pulled 
card out of his waistcoat pocket, which Edward took witho» 
looking at it, turning m embarrassment to the short man. 

‘Then - oh, excuse me - are you - I mean. I’m expecting h 
Allan Colley ’ 


The grey-haired man’s eyes went small and twinkled wh 
he was amused. He held out his hand ‘I’m Colley,’ he s ^ 
My fault for not introducing myself I was just having a lo< 
round You’re the Secretary, eh 7 Bell didn’t tell me your n 
Oh, that’s all right I mean my name’s Ledward. I’m tern- 
sorry - you must think me very rude, but Mr Bell told me y 


were going round to his place and coming on with him ’ 
Good Lord, no I don’t even know where he lives. I’ve o> 
met him once or twice as a matter of fact, but I’m grateful 
him for having asked me to come and judge here. I underst" 
this Club s quite a new venture, and I’m keen on that ’ 1 
moved away from the tall man, who had been listening w 
his eyebrows raised Allan Colley strolled with his hands in 
pockets, chatting to Edward as if he were an equal and rapi 
dispelling his confusion Edward kept sneaking back v 
pleasure to the thought that Allan Colley, E Dexter Bell’s ‘ 
pal the collie dog’, hardly knew Mr Bell. 

other judge. Miss Violet Seeds, arrived with more po 
, f stood m the doorway m a white macintosh and a pui 
iat, looking about her and tapping a brogue until people - 
urrymg up. It was obvious who she was Under her macm 
; r V? S a ready for busmess m a green overall with the b~ 
a wnrT 0 ^ 0 OU tbe pocbet Allan Colley had changed 
chatted They knew eacb other. The two of ■ 

the rabbits ^ or a ^ ew m oments, while Edward sent 
each took arl 6 ^ class> and tben tbe judging began i 
betv eon the '^ t °f Cnd ° f the lo “* table a » d Edward st 
numbers and ^ recor< * hook m which he entered 
suits m dupheate As each class was finishe- 
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tore off the outside column and an eager schoolboy dashed off 
with it as if it were the midnight Russian Communique to 
the table where sat Dick Bennett and Miss Hemming, now 
looking holy 

Spectators were not allowed on the judges’ side of the table 
When E Dexter Bell arrived, he had gone straight round to the 
sacred side where Allan Colley was holding a rabbit upside- 
down to look at its belly fur ‘The other side, please, if you 
don’t he had begun politely, without looking up at him, but 
Mr Bell cut in with * My dear Colley, how are you"? Do forgive 
me for not being here to greet you One of the world’s workers, 
you know ’ 

‘Oh, hullo, Bell,’ said Allan Colley, turning the rabbit right 
side up and ruffling its back ‘How are you 7 ’ 

‘Fine, fine,’ said Mr Bell, as if he had really wanted to know 
He was smoking a small cigar and wearing a short white overall 
that stuck out round his fat hips He moved along to greet Miss 
Violet Seeds with gallantry, and then remained on the judges’ 
side of the table, clearing his throat loudly to keep his presence 
obvious, and making sounds of approval as the rabbits were 
gradually weeded out and the final six graded as Commended, 
Highly Commended, Very Highly Commended, Third, Second, 
and First 

The rabbits were held on the other side of the table by Club 
members, wearing red rosettes which said ‘steward’ As one 
class was finished, Edward called out the numbers of the entries 
for the next, and the Stewards went off to the pens to collect 
them Mrs Ledbetter was invaluable She returned in an instant, 
always with the right rabbit, which was more than could be 
said for Mr Simkiss She held three rabbits at once, cradled on 
the table between her arms, stroking them expertly, so that they 
lay still, with their ears sleeked back and their eyes calm, only 
, their noses moving The girl in the flowered dress was at Miss 
Seeds’ end of the table She only held one rabbit at a time, and 
by dmt of letting it go and catching it as it moved forward, 
as a cat plays with a mouse, contrived to make the rabbit she 
held appear an intractable demon, controlled only by her skill 
‘You naughty thing 1 ’ she kept saying to a blowsy Angora, 
which was squatting like a log ‘ Keep still, you bad one ’ It was 
too overfed and well-trained to want to do anything else, but 
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by plodding and tweaking, she managed to make it move a si 
forward, when she clutched it back to her, stroking it feverH 
and looking lound m triumph 

‘You can soon tell a rabbit that hasn’t been handled,’ she s rt 
‘Be still, you wicked bunny!’ The Angora went mto a kind 
coma, unmoved even when Miss Seeds pulled it forward by * 
ears and turned it upside-down It lay on its back, praying 
her with front paws neatly together, and then squatted w 
she took liberties with its hips, blinking as if it were an « 
story. It knew it had won prizes at many shows : and it 1r n 
it would wm this one, winch it did, returning to the toe 
girl to be told as she carried it back to its pen that it w 
wicked bun and didn’t deserve it - ‘Ah, scratch me, wo 
you 9 ’ 

When the first Havana Rex class came up, the toothy 
tried to hold one of her own rabbits, looking innocent 
Edwaid discovered it. She handed it over to Mr Marc 
and held another, trying to spoil its chances by making it 
m the air 

As each class was judged, Miss Hemming filled m a 
cards and the eager schoolboy dashed to fix them on the p 
Mr Bell’s rabbits were getting a lot of cards. He occasio* 
moved away from the table to stand m front of them so 
, he could tell admirers who was the breeder, in case they 
not read Miss Hemming’s writing 

At last it was the Flemish Adults Freda lay, smug and 
mous, between Mr Marchmont’s terra-cotta sleeves, ears 
back and great dewlap folded on the table Edward had tr 
her ad nauseam to he properly, and she was not letting 
down His heart swelled with pride as he looked at her cov 
terrified of giving away that she was his, for a small girl 
had shrilled ‘ That’s my bunny ’’ had been severely re 
by Miss Seeds and almost got her rabbit disqualified 
That’s a sizey rabbit,’ said Allan Colley and hopped „ 
two others to the head of the line as if he were playing H 
Edward’s eyes nearly came out of lus head as rabbit after 
was sent back to its pen until only three remained For th 
° f * e s P ecta tors, who .were crowding round, some with 
or tea m their hands and their mouths full of Mrs 

ee root rolls, Allan Colley now delivered one of his littl 
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turcs Size was paramount m a Flemish, he said Edward’s heart 
leaped But size was not everything Edward’s heart sank a little 
but rose again as he said ‘But this is a quite exceptionally 
large doe She starts with a great advantage If she has the 
quality’ - he turned her up and round about, he prodded and 
fingered her like a butcher, he pulled her ears apart and stared 
her m the face - ‘and she has Edward wondered whether 
people could sec it written all over him that he had bred her 
‘On points,’ Allan Colley pulled a panting brindle rabbit out 
of Mrs Ledbetter’s arms, ‘on points, this one’s her equal, but -’ 
he balanced them, one m each hand, Freda’s great front paw, 
which was as big as a dog’s, hanging limply down, ‘but there’s 
no question about which gets First ’ He put Freda down, where 
she lay m perfect position ‘That one First,’ he said, and Edward 
could have died for him He wrote ‘1st’ very deeply against 
Freda’s number in the book, and almost forgot to record the 
decision between second and third, it was so unimportant 

When they broke oft' for a quick snack at Mrs Bennett’s 
counter, Edward wanted to talk to Allan Colley about Freda, 
but she was eligible now for Best Rabbit in Show, so he could 
not claim her yet 

It was the lafet class of the Show All the First Prize winners 
of every breed were lined on the table and Allan Colley and 
Miss Seeds judged them together Mr Bell had two up there, 
a Chinchilla and a jazzy Dutch, and most of the others came 
from the big breeders who had sent by rail Edward realized 
that the actual members of the Colhs Park Club had not done 
very well He heard Mr Marchmont say ‘Personally, I don’t 
think it’s right They shouldn’t have let the outside competition 
in The Iver Show was only for members ’ 

From Edward’s point of view, the quality of the competition 
only made Freda’s prize more glorious 

He had left his place on the judging side of the table and now 
stood with the crowd at one end, his lips dry, his fancy already 
racing ahead to himself taking home the cup and showing it to 
the family He might even take it to the factory to show Wendy 
Later, he would have it engraved , he could see the spot on the 
mantelpiece where it would stand Allan Colley liked Freda He 
kept putting her up to the head of the line, and Miss Violet Seeds 
kept changing her for Mr Bell’s Chinchilla, a gross-looking 
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animal that could hardly breathe for its coat. Miss See* 
was a well-known Chinchilla breeder. It was soon obvious ^ 
it was between these two. One by one, the others were sp< 
back to their pens until at last there were only Freda and 
Chinchilla and an aristocratic Havana left on the table. T> 
judges didn’t pay much more attention to the Havana. 

Edward was aware of heavy breathing over his shoul * 
‘Looks like it’s you or me, old boy,’ said Mr Bell, his eyes b 
maibles behind the thick lenses 

‘But you can’t win your own cup ! ’ It had only just o uu 
to Edward. 

‘Can’t I 9 You watch me ’ 

That was the maddening part He knew he was going to w 
Even when Allan Colley and Miss Seeds were conferring 
gether sot to voce and apparently arguing, and Edward co 
hardly breathe for suspense, Mr Bell affected to turn away 
light another small cigar. Miss Seeds was being didactic wi 
square-nailed forefinger. At last, Allan Colley shrugged 
shoulders and stepped back, turning away as if he had no 
interest ‘Best Rabbit in the Show,’ said Miss Seeds m a v 
which Edward thought grating, ‘No. 66, the Chinchilla ’ 

‘That lets him out if he hasn’t paid for it,’ said Mrs Led^ 
to Miss Hemming, as Mr Bell wrapped up his own cup a 
and bore it away, making the V sign. She untied her . 
apron, and called Mr Ledbetter from the washing-up to 
her box her own rabbits. 

Mr Bell had his car outside and was going to give ^ 
Colley a lift, but Edward managed to catch the judge in a Cc 
where he v/as talcing off his overall. 

‘Oh, there you are, Ledward,’ said Allan Colley. ‘I wan 4 
thank you for putting up such a good show. Thorouglib 
joyed myself Not every club does so well the first time." 

‘Thanks awfully,’ said Edward ‘I’m glad it went off all • 

It was terribly good of you to come along. I say, ex<~ 
bothering you, but that Flemish, the one that was runner- 
best labbit 

‘Should have been first, if I’d had my way.’ 
bred her,’ said Edward, blushing with pleasure 

h ou did 9 Congratulations Got any more like her, or 
just a fluke 9 ’ 
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‘No, I’ve got some youngsters coming along that promise 
even better I’m going all out for size, you know ’ 

‘Good, good’ He seemed really interested ‘You may be 
starting something really big," you never know Concentrate 
on your stock’s best point, that’s what I’m always saying, but 
people simply will try and get everything at once and then 
wonder why they end up with nothing ’ 

‘Oh, no,’ said Edward smugly ‘I’m concentrating on size ’ 
‘Good man,’ said Allan Colley He had his jacket on now 
and they were walking towards the door, where Mr Bell was 
holding forth to a few admirers 

‘Who’s going to do the write-up?’ asked Allan Colley 
casually 
‘The write-up 9 ’ 

‘Yes, for the papers Ought to put a bit in Backyciul 
Biecdmg, you know Give the Club a bit of a fillip ’ 

‘Would they put it in 9 ’ 

‘Of course they would I’ll sec to that You going to write it? 
Good Send it along to the editor with a little note mentioning 
my name They have an awful lot of stuff they can’t print, of 
course, but I’ll see that this gets in Keep it short ’ 

‘About how long, and when should I -’ But they were at the 
door now and Mr Bell had claimed Allan Colley with a hand 
on his arm and ‘Come along, my dear chap, mustn’t let the 
horses get cold - fourteen of them - ha, ha, ha ’ 

Allan Colley allowed himself to be led away, looking back 
to smile good-bye at Edward 

Edward saw them off from the door and then, turning back 
into the hall, took off his overcoat and rolled up his sleeves, and 
got down to the job of/cmoving all traces of rabbit from the 
Victory Hall before the Boy Scouts moved in with their concert 
The conductress on the trolley-bus stared at Edward’s two 
big baskets He held the one containing Freda on his knee and 
put the other on the seat beside him The conductress was feel- 
ing chatty The bus was almost empty and she was nearing 
the end of her run, so she lingered after punching Edward’s 
ticket 

‘What you got in there, dead babies?’ 

‘Rabbits,’ said Edward, giving Freda’s basket a little pat 
‘Two in each ’ 
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‘Rabbit pie for supper, eh 9 ’ said the conductress, who 
ginger curls and an impudent mouth. 

Edward laughed. ‘No fear,’ he said ‘These are bree< 
stock As a matter of fact, I’ve just come from a show • 
them ’ 

She asked it ‘Win any prizes 9 ’ 

‘Didn’t do so bad on the whole Got a Fust and she 
runner-up foi Best Rabbit in Show. Should have won it tc 
‘Well, I say,’ said the conductress, ‘I’m ever so glad. Did 
breed them yourself 9 ’ 

‘Oh, yes, that’s the whole point ’ 

‘I had a cousin once,’ she said, leaning on the back of the 
in front of him, ‘who used to breed mice for shows Choc* 
or something, he called them ’ 

‘Oh, yes, Self Chocolate,’ said Edward, who had read of < 
in Backymd B> ceding ‘A very interesting Fancy, I believe 
‘Come again 9 ’ said the conductress 
‘I said it was very interesting - the Mouse Fancy,’ rep 
Edward. 

‘ Fancy that ' ’ She laughed, and swinging herself on her h 
one on each side of the aisle, she launched herself down t 
to greet a pair of old women with nodding hats and 1 
leather shopping-bags 

The trees m Church Avenue were, full of birds. No 
Seven’s almond blossom was coming out Even the pav > 
smelled different at this time of year as if the spring- r-* 
cleansed them of contact with the soles of people’s shoes 
ing his baskets home, Edward was still going over the high 
of his day ‘You may be starting something big,’ Allan 
had said. He had liked them, definitely he had liked them * 
like Colley would not say that unless he meant it He w 
type to speak his mind Bit of a rough diamond really 
chap, though. His thinking Freda the best m the Show 
her the best, whether she had won the prize or not Miss 
Seeds indeed’ He must get started at Ins report of the 
tonight if Colley was really going to get it into the jl 
him. He saw himself writing it at the table after sup 
being asked what he was doing He might get some ot 
short stones of his sorted out and brought up to date 
time some of them went out on the rounds again It w 

214 



a question of luck, everyone knew that Once you got a start, 
it was easy to sell stones His luck had put him in the way of 
Allan Colley, and why should it stop there 9 
Humming under Ins breath, he put down the baskets on his 
doorstep, opened the door and lifted the baskets into the hall 
Opening the lid of Freda’s, he took her out and held her fragile 
skull against his cheek, looking at their reflection m the mirror 
E L P Ledward and his champion Flemish Giant, Ledward 
Freda No reason why she shouldn’t be a champion, one day 
He was going to carry her into the sitting-room and hold her 
out to Dorothy saying ‘Take a look at a first prize winner 1 ’ 
There was no one in the sitting-room except Mr Munroe, who 
was doing the children’s crossword m the evening paper, so 
Edward held out Freda and said his piece to him 

‘Well done, boy, well done,’ he said ‘That’s a fine rabbit if 
ever I saw one I used to know a deal about rabbits, you know, 
when I was a lad ’ Edward knew this, because his father-in-law 
told him so every time the subject cropped up, but he said 
‘Did you 9 ’ politely and began to tell him about the Show 
People did not often tell Mr Munroe things, because of his 
habit of digressive interruption, so he was pleased to have this 
attention from Edward and only remembered after five minutes 
why he was sitting alone here downstairs 
He jerked his head towards the ceiling ‘Dorothy’s started,’ 
he said ‘Taken bad about three o’clock I didn’t think she 
looked well lunch-time I said to your mother-in-law 
‘But I thought it wasn’t till next week 9 ’ 

‘Ah, you don’t want to pay much attention to what the 
doctors say, especially these young chaps I remember when I 
had my kidney trouble -’ 

‘I’d better go up and see if there’s anything I can do ’ Connie 
was coming down the stairs as he went into the hall with Freda 
m his arms She looked shiny and some of her sausage curls 
were coming unwound 

‘Oh, there you are at last, Ted What on earth are you carry- 
ing that rabbit around for 9 ’ Her voice sounded tired ‘I want 
you to go round to Dr Simmons He promised to come three 
hours ago, but there’s no sign of him I expect that girl of his 
hasn’t given him the message ’ 

‘Is she bad 9 ’ asked Edward anxiously 
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‘Of couise she’s bad,’ Connie looked at him as if he 
right even to inquire m matteis that concerned him so li 
When he came m fiom putting the rabbits away, Com 
m the kitchen, putting on the kettle. ‘Ted, I thought 
gone I asked you to go lound to Dr Simmons’ straight 
Whatever have you been doing 9 ’ 

‘I had to put the rabbits away, Con ’ 

‘You and your rabbits. Still, I suppose they are mo< 
portant to you than Dorothy’s baby.’ He didn’t stop to 
himself, but ran all the way to Doctor Simmons. The < 
was out and the maid looked at Edward as if he weie the 
of the baby and it was an old story and promised to t* 
doctor as soon as he came in, meaning as soon as he’d h 
supper Edward ran most of the way back to Church A 
to find the doctor’s car already outside his own front do 
There was nothing he could do He had heard plenty of 
about anxious husbands: ‘We’ve never lost a father yet 
he knew now just how they must feel The doctor went 
and came back again later When Edward opened the d 
him, he just nodded and ran upstairs. Connie and Mrs M 
remained closeted with the mystery m the front room, ** 
every now and then for kettles Every time he heard one o 
on the stairs, Edward would jump to his feet and start on 
the hall with an inquiring face, but the harassed figure v 
pass lum by with a shake of the head and sometimes 
even that Edward would go listlessly back to the living- 
and go on playing backgammon with Mr Munroe How « 
he got of both Mr Munroe and backgammon that night ! 

Round about eleven o’clock, Conme opened the doo 
focused her tired eyes on them with difficulty ‘You’d 
get yourselves something to eat,’ she said 

‘What about you. Con 9 ’ said Edward, getting up 
you something ’ 

‘We’ve had something,’ she said and went out 

Edward and his fathei-m-law had tea and bread and 
winch Mr Munroe ate as fumblmgly and crumbly as 
taking full advantage, as he had all evening, of tins uniiv 
opportunity for discourse Towards midnight, Edward 
asleep m his arm-chair and woke with a start when 
Munroe came in and said accusingly to her husband: * 
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you’re a grandfather now I hope you’re pleased, I’m sure ’ It 
was a boy, cannon-fodder for the next war in Mrs Munroe’s 
mind 

Connie came down presently and looked surprised to find 
them still there Mrs Munroe was having the spare-room bed, 
but before he and his father-in-law set out on their forty 
minutes’ walk to the Buildings, Edward, to everyone’s surprise, 
produced a bottle of Empire port which he had been saving for 
tlus very occasion They all drank the health of little Donny - 
the poor little mite, doomed by only two minutes to be a 
Saturday’s child that ‘works hard for his living’ 

‘Bom in sorrow,’ Mrs Munroe kept saying, sitting slackly at 
the table with the placket of her skirt undone and one of her 
earphones of black hair coming uncoiled ‘Born in sorrow ’ 


, CHAPTER 11 

Now that his home had been turned into a temple of worship, 
whose god was Dorothy’s Poor Little Mite, now christened 
Donald Hector John, Edward spent more and more time in 
the garden m the lengthening summer evemngs When he got 
home from work, he always went first to visit the baby in lus 
swinging cot with the regal canopy of muslin and bows with 
winch, in spite of the washing, Dorothy would not dispense 
Donny was hairless, with a great pear-shaped head like his 
grandfather’s, tight polished skin and Dorothy’s circular, wide- 
open eyes Edward’s heart warmed to him He never could think 
of anytlung to say, but he would make friendly stabs, thrilling 
with pride if the fat hand clutched Ins finger or the clnna eyes 
seemed to recognize lum If Donny laughed, it would make 
Edward laugh, too, and he would look over his shoulder 
quickly m case anyone were coming m If one of the women , 
were with the baby when he paid his visit, Edward would affect 
indifference and say something like ‘Gosh, isn’t he an ugly 
little brute’’ which never failed to get a rise 

After tea, when every chair in the living-room had knitting 
on it and the kitchen was full of the smell of boiling nappies, 
Edward would go straight out to the garden and potter about 
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while the clear evening air thickened imperceptibly into v 
until suddenly it was too dark to see and the dusk was 
imaginary wires stretched at the height of your knees, 
from hutch to hutch, with his basm of warm potatoes an 
and the sack of grass cuttings from the Lipmann’s 
Edward was like a benevolent matron doing her round « 
beds, with a kindly word for each and a longer sojourn 
the favourites. Old Masterman, gross now and coarsenm w 
the patriarch. Many of his sons were stud bucks now in 
own right, but he was still in his prime and his incestous i 
with various great-granddaughters and great-nieces were a 
a success. When he died, Edward was going to have 
stuffed, mounted m a naturalistic case perhaps, and hon 
as the founder of the Ledward Strain, now well beyon 
stage of dreams and experiments Litter after litter cont 
rabbits of a size that bore out the careful mating It w 
longer a question of chance Edward knew that, as Allan 
had said, he had ‘got something’. 

‘You’ll all be famous one day,’ he told a young mother 
ring the basin while she clamoured at the wire netting, f 
imagining that if she kept to one corner of the hutch he wo 
notice the stirring nest in the other corner. ‘You’re makm 
toiy,’ he told her. ‘There you are, Kitty. Dinner’s "1 
spooned m some of the mixture through the little slot 
bottom of the wire - a patent device of his own - and 
to the next hutch without gettmg up from his squatting posi 
He had not been able to- resist calling that doe after ' 
although it seemed a bit crude They had both carried 
selves m the same inexpert way, as if they were lookin 
somewhere to deposit their burden. 

When Edward had christened the rabbit, Kitty had ah 
been out from the factory for two months, being stuffed 
food and kept almost permanently horizontal by her mo 
who was a great believer in putting up the legs But her n 
sake in the hutch had beaten hex to it. Reeme, who lived i* 
same road as Kitty, still had nothing to report. 

Inspired by Freda’s success at the Collis Club Show, Ed 
took her and two of her descendants to a much larger sho 
ambitious affair in aid of the Red Cross, held m marqu 
Wimbledon Common 
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Besides rabbits, there were dogs, cats, chickens, cavies, mice, 
vegetables, flowers, it only wanted horses and cattle and 
brightly coloured farm machines to be a real Agricultural Show 
Having penned his entries, Edward wandered about among the 
crowd, amassing a quantity of free literature from advertisers’ 
stalls 

The Flemish classes "were not until after lunch, so he found 
the refreshment tent and edged his way apologetically through 
the crowd which hid the counter But reaching the counter was 
only half-way to getting his glass of beer and a sandwich The 
three hot girls on the other side were as impervious to Ins 
diffident request as programme girls at the theatre Whenever 
one came his way, he suggested ‘One Light and two cheese 
rolls, please, Miss,’ until the words became meaningless through 
repetition 

Everyone else seemed to be eating or drinking or being served, 
but presently Edward became aware of a voice, beyond the 
red-faced man on his left who was drinking stout with great 
gusty breaths, which had been chanting in unison with his own 
whenever the waitress came near 

‘Two sausage rolls and a large ale,’ the voice kept saying in 
patient and strangely familiar tones Edward leaned across the 
red-faced man and there, in a badly-fitting grey tweed suit, 
tapping hopefully on the codntei with a two-shilling piece, was 
Allan Colley 

‘Not so easy to get a drink, is it, Mr Colley 7 ’ said Edward, 
blushing Allan Colley’s square forehead was puzzled for a 
moment and then cleared 

‘ Why, hullo ' ’ he said ‘It’s - er, Mr - er, you’re the Secretary 
of the Colhs Park affair, aren’t you 7 ’ 

‘That’s right,’ nodded Edward, thrilled that he remembered 
‘How are you 7 ’ said Allart Colley ‘Bit of a - two sausage' 
rolls and a large ale 1 Damn, she’s gone again Here, this is 
hopeless How about slipping out and finding a pub some- 
where 7 ’ The red-faced man expanded himself and filled their 
places thankfully as they left the counter They were parted for 
a while by the crowd but met again in the doorway 

‘Thank Heaven for some air,’ said Allan Colley, mopping his 
brow ‘Let’s go down to the High Street We shan’t miss much 
if we’re quick about it ’ They talked m spasms, parting and 
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coming together again as they dodged through the sa 
crowds ‘I don’t know how it is,’ he said, ‘ but waitresses 
behave as if I were dumb and invisible. D’you find that 
‘Rather,’ said Edward, who would never have admit! 
his own bat, appearing round a perambulator. 

In the Queen Adelaide, Allan Colley said: ‘You b i 
corner table, and I’ll cope at the bar,’ but Edward 
pushed him into a chair and rushed to the bar. He wasn 
to miss the chance of buying Allan Colley a drink. 

He was so friendly, so unlike a famous man, so T 
yet so very much nicer than Edward had ever imagine* 
talked about rabbits over their lunch like any two f 
Edward had to keep reminding himself that he was re”’ „ 
chatting to Allan Colley and even being called: ‘N 
Ledward ’ 

‘Got any of your famous Giants up here today?’ 
Colley, jerking his head towards the Common 

‘Yes The doe you gave fiist prize to and a couple of 
sters of the same strain. They’re only novices, of com 
I’m hoping she may do some good, though there’s som 
hot competition ’ 

‘I remember the doe It’ll have to be pretty hot tob 
I’m any judge ’ 

‘Are you judging todays ’ 

He shook his head ‘Busman’s holiday. I much prefer 
show though to an affair like this The Pros take all the 
out of it I tell you what, you know Ledward, I me 0 
you the other day, but I didn’t get a chance, if I ^ 
should have a table show for your Club next time Hav 
for the Club members , don’t let outsiders m It’s a muc 1 
way of encouraging and helping the amateurs, and a 
they’re the backbone of the Fancy these days ’ 

‘But that’s exactly my own idea,’ said Edward, leani 
ward, his eyes shining ‘That’s what I wanted that show 
to be, but - well, other people thought differently ’ Allan 
might despise him for a sneak if he mentioned names 

‘By the way, Ledward,’ he said, ‘I read the report you 
in about it I thought 

‘Oh, it was only a scratch thing, I know,’ said Edward « 

‘No, I thought it was jolly well done You gave it 
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human lank, refreshingly different after the same old formula 
most people grind out ’ 

‘Did you really think so? I say, have a beer’ We’ve got time ’ 
‘No, on me ’ He got up, but Edward again beat him to the 
bar 

‘I’ve been thinking - here’s who’’ continued Allan Colley, 
‘you’ve got a style that might lend itself to an article or so 
Ever tried your hand at writing?’ 

‘Well -’ Edward thought of (he drawer full of much-travelled 
short stones ‘One or two things you know - stories and such 
Only potty little things of course ’ He saw no reason to mention 
that they had never appeared in print 

‘Thought you weren’t quite new to the game Look here, 
they’re crying out for original little articles in Backyard Breeding 
Not necessarily very technical stuff, you know - they’ve got the 
old timers like me to do that - but chatty, helpful stuff - as one 
amateur to another You know the kind of thing Why don’t 
you have a shot at it’ I’ll have a word with the editor They 
don’t pay much I’m afraid -’ 

‘Good Lord,’ said Edward breathlessly ‘I don’t care about 
that, but what could I write about’’ 

‘Oh - amateur breeding - your difficulties and what you’ve 
done about them - things that’ll interest the little breeder I tell 
you one for a start How to Start a Domestic Rabbit Club 
Write it from your own experience, how you went about it, 
what cropped up, how the Club grew, what the Government do 
for you - you could make it a bit humorous as well as helpful 
Try it anyway and send it along About a thousand words ’ 
‘But I don’t know whether I could,’ said Edward, unnerved 
by the speed with which the suggestion had been made and 
apparently settled, but his demurring mutters were lost on Mr 
Colley, who had pulled out a watch on the end of a chain and 
was standing up and reaching for his hat 

Ought to be getting back,’ he said, ‘ or we’ll miss your class 
I want to see if my friend Armitage thinks as highly of your doe 
as I do ’ 

Mr Colley’s friend Armitage, who was a jolly-looking man 
with hair that grew forward in a fringe like a boy’s, thought 
very highly of Freda He placed her second only to the famous 
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Montsenat Playboy, who had won at so many shows 
entering him now was a mere formality. Armitage told C 
afterwards, and Colley told Edward that Freda might even 
been placed first if she were not slightly past her prime. 

Mr Armitage, who had a reputation as a humorist, era 
jokes all the time he was judging and made the atmos; 
round his end of the bench very gay and informal. Most 
spectators crowded round him, and the judge at the other 
the bench, who went about his work in tight-lipped earnest 
looking along disapprovingly. He would have liked to J 
lectures, but there was haidly anyone at his end to give th 
What pleased Allan Colley, and therefore Edward, 
more than Freda’s expected success was that Mr Ar 
with many a quip about next Sunday’s dinner, placed Ed’ 
two young rabbits second and third respectively, in a 
judged by meat standards. 

‘As a point of interest, sir,’ asked a man in a bowler 
the bench was being cleared for the next class, ‘why 
give that Second and Third? They weren’t any bigger 
of the others ’ 

‘I believe you,’ said Mr Armitage. ‘But the point 
were younger By the time they’re the same age, they’ll be 
Get it 9 ’ The man m the bowler hat nodded and went a 
brood over his unplaced exhibit 

‘Well what about this rabbit?’ A sharp-faced, + 
woman held out a rabbit which had been one of the first 
off the bench. ‘He’s bigger than any of the others, 
you’d tell me what’s wrong with him 9 ,’ 

‘What’s wrong with him? Well, look at him, madam. 
Like a pig, madam Fat and muscle aren’t the same t 
any butcher will tell you ’ He handed her back the 
wrinkling his nose. ‘Gross,’ he repeated The woman 
rabbit away m a huff and Mr Armitage smiled roun 
appreciative audience 

‘Any moie questions 9 Blimey, this is quite a Brains 

When Edward got home, with a basket m each han 
blue and green cards peeping out of his breast pocket, * 

E Dexter Bell at the house Mrs Munroe was there 
they were all having tea with hot anchovy toast 
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‘Look at the lovely flowers Mr Bell brought for Dorothy, 
Ted,’ said Connie, puttm'g into her voice a reminder that 
Edward had never thought of bringing flowers all the time 
Dorothy was in bed 

‘And a rattle for Baby,’ said Dorothy, holding up a garish 
affair of chromium bells and coloured ribbons 

‘Very kind I’m sure,’ said Mrs Munroe 

Mr Bell basked, leaning well back in his chair He seemed 
very much at home 

‘How’s yourself, Edward, my boy 9 ’ he asked ‘Been to a 
show, I hear Wish I could have gone with you, but we can’t 
all take Saturday afternoons off ’ 

‘It’s my monthly half day,’ said Edward, sitting down to the 
cooling cup of tea Connie had poured for him ‘Dammit, we 
work fifty-eight hours a week, I should think we’re entitled to 
that ’ 

‘Oh, of course, I wasn’t suggesting -’ said Mr Bell passing 
off Edward’s slight huffiness with an indulgent laugh ‘Do any 
good at the Show 9 ’ 

‘I did rather, as a matter of fact,’ said Edward carelessly ‘Got 
a second with my doe Freda m a very hot class, and two of my 
young ones were well placed in a flesh class ’ Mrs Munroe 
shuddered slightly ‘Chap from a big stud came up afterwards 
and made me a very good offer for one of them,’ went on 
Edward, helping himself to toast ‘He said he’d take any more 
of the same strain that were going, seemed quite impressed 
with it ’ 

‘Splendid, splendid,’ said Mr Bell ‘That’s the way to go on 
Well, you young rascal, what are you crowing about 9 ’ He turned 
aside to Donny, whose cot was drawn up between him and 
Dorothy 

‘As a matter of fact,’ said Edward, incensed by, Mr Bell’s 
failure to be impressed, ‘Allan Colley said that they were the 
best youngsters he’d seen for a long time ’ 

‘Oh, was Colley judging 9 He told me he wasn’t booked for 
any more shows this month ’ 

‘No, but he was there We had lunch together He talked 
quite a lot about the Club, by the way You know what I always 
said about having a little show for members only -’ 

‘Oh, you and your old Club,’ said Connie ‘Can’t you talk 

223 


i 



about anything else? It’s awfully boring for us, and I’m s 
Mr Bell doesn’t want to be bothered with business just wh 
he gets a little free time.’ 

‘Look, even Baby’s yawning,’ said Dorothy, and they 
made cooing noises at the cot, but Edward was not going 
be put off 

‘As I was saying, Bell,’ he continued, with a black look 
Connie, ‘Allan Colley thmks we ought to have a little meml 
show I believe he’d come and judge for us if we asked him 
‘My dear chap,’ Mr Bell gave his short indulgent laugh ag 
‘you can’t ask people like Colley to put themselves out f 
potty little affair By all means have another show soon, 
planned that we should in any' case, but don't let’s go bacf 
what we’ve already achieved. Even if it’s not bigger, we'll 
it on the same lines as the other I must say I thought it a w 
success.’ 

‘You would,’ said Edward sourly, ‘you won it.’ 

Connie said: ‘Really, Ted!’ and Mrs Munroe clicke- 
teeth E Dexter Bell said : ‘Oh, don’t mind him. It’s just a 
case of our old fnend the little green monster, eh, Donny 
you young ragamuffin?’ 

‘It isn’t at all,’ said Edward ‘It’s simply that the 
members of the Club ought to have a But no one was 
mg The women, bored with the rabbit talk, had decided 
was the baby’s bedtime They were getting up and begi 
clear the tea-things. Connie had picked up the baby and E 
noticed with a shock how it became her to stand there h 
him m his shawl, patting his back and nuzzling her 
against his head She posed for a moment or two, the 
of matermty, while Dorothy stacked the tray 
When the women had gone upstairs, Mr Bell said 
must be going ‘ Coming round the corner to have one 
road with me' 7 ’ he asked. He never seemed to noti 
Edward was annoyed with him 

‘No,’ said Edward ‘I’ve got work to do I’ve got 
to draft out for Backyard Bi ceding ’ 

Commissioned one, have they‘d’ 

Edward did not see why he should deny it After 
Colley had promised to get it m , that came to the " 

Hul/o > said Mr Bell. ‘We are coming on ! I quite 
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You know, I’ve alv/ays said I’d do a bit of writing myself if 
only I bad the time I’ve had a book in my head for years as a 
matter of fact You know what they say - there’s at least one 
book m every man’s life story 9 I dare say I’ll get down to mine 
one of these days Oh, well, I must be toddling Sure you won’t 
come out'?’ 

‘Oh, by the way,’ said Edward in the hall, ‘before I forget 
this scheme of Club members going round visiting each other’s 
stock It’s quite a success A lot of them came here last week- 
end, and tomorrow we’re going to Mr Marchmont I thought 
we might come to you next week if it’s convenient ’ 

‘Terribly sorry, old boy,’ said Mr Bell, putting on his black 
homburg, ‘but not next week ’ 

‘Well when 9 ’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know Leave it a bit I can’t say definitely ’ 

‘I would like to give them a date They’re awfully keen on 
coming to you , they’ve heard so much about your stock ’ 
‘Good heavens, Ledward,’ said Mr 'Bell quite crossly ‘J’ve 
told you I can’t say definitely Good Lord, you can’t expect me 
to throw open my place at a moment’s notice to a rabble of 
schoolboys and God-forsaken spinsters ’ 

‘But I’ve told them we’re going to you soon They’ll think it 
so funny I mean, everyone else had been only too pleased - 
‘Let ’em think what they like,’ said Mr Bell airily ‘Look 
here, I can’t discuss it now, I’ve got to fly And I promised I’d 
go and see Donny in his bath I don’t want to miss that I’m a 
fool about kids, you know ’ 

He escaped upstairs and Edward stood in the hall looking 
after him, nodding his head sagely A small suspicion that 
had been creeping into his mind for some time was being con- 
firmed 

He thought about it all night and tackled Dick at the factory 
on the following Monday 

Dick was having his tea, sitting on an upturned box with a 
half-pint mug cradled in his hands and two Swiss buns in 
his lap 

His reactions were unsatisfactory ‘I don’t know what’s the 
matter with you lately, Ted,’ he said ‘You seem to have got a 
regular down on Edgar I must say, considering all he’s done 
or us, I think it’s damn paltry of you ’ 
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‘But don’t you see/ said Edward. ‘I’m beginning 
that he’s only helped the Club in order to help hi» 
you, I'm not blaming him for that ; after all, he’s not 
institution, but it does seem a bit fishy to me tha 
claiming lately for more and more breeding does 
getting an awful lot of the bran ration ’ 

Dick took a long drink of tea and swilled the 
and round m lus mug before answering. ‘Look 
said pompously, ‘I’m in charge of the rationin 
you suggesting that I’ve been making false retu 
you are 

‘Oh, don’t be a fool, Dick,’ said Edward c 
not suggesting anything of the kind. I’m only 
ever had any proof that his figures are correc f 
more important, have we any proof that he’ 
young stock to the butcher? I mean, it’s diffc 
members, because they sell their flesh thro 
know. Bell has always done it direct to his 
I’m asking myself" Why 9 ’ 

‘Why 7 ’ repeated Dick obtusely, biting in 
at it while he munched 
‘That’s what I’d like to know I’ve bee 
some time, and the other night, when Ir 
let us come and see his stock, I must 
suspicious. Look heie, how long is it i 
place and saw for yourself how many 
I know it’s months since I did, and th 
I honestly think one of us ought to 
all be quite friendly, just an ordinary 
is any unpleasantness, but if he’s * 

it’s - it’s Black Market, that’s all i 
it s your duty.’ 


l cion t know about you Ted ’ 
sonally would be ashamed to go 
who s been such a good friend * 
know what’s got into you You . 
personal spite ’ 

’h Dick, you’re hopeless,’ 

^ ’ ox, mu 



just where he wants you He s probably laughing at you behind 
>our back for a mug — ’ 

Phnk-a-plink-a-plonk' The charge-hand of the Assembly 
Shop played a canlion with a cross bolt on the studs of a crank- 
case to indicate that the tea break was over Dick put the last 
piece of bun into his mouth and stood up, brushing crumbs off 
his overall 

“We’ve always been good friends, Ted,’ he said, ‘and Im 
sure I hope we still may be, but I never thought I should hear 
you talk to me like that Come on, Joe Time’s up ’ He lumbered 
off, with monstrous dignity, his little leprechaun mate hopping 
behind like a Familiar Spirit 

Cursing Dick s stupidity, Edward went back to his own Shop 
and took it out of Reeme for an innocent question about a 
sticking lever and was told off in his turn by Dinah for having 
been away for so long wuth the magnifying glass 
Nobody’s temper was very good on the bench these days 
They were short-handed and in a perpetual rush to get the 
engines through' to schedule Paddy was gone When her hus- 
band came home, he had got her transferred to a factory near 
where he was stationed Everyone had been surprised that 
Paddy, who had always behaved as if she were bored to tears 
with Canning Kyles, had seemed quite upset at leading She 
would not even say good-bye to anyone, but on her last day 
had slipped away after lunch, leaving them stranded with the 
embroidered teacloth with which they had planned to surprise 
her at six o’clock 

Her place was filled by a girl called Rachel, who was taking a 
long time to learn the job, as she was too busy radiating npe 
sex to pay much attention Kitty’s place was vacant, but she 
was expected back any day She had had her baby in the front 
room, or rather, her mother had practically had it for her. 
suffering even,' pam and finishing tv, ice as exhausted as her 
daughter, who was sitting up having tea and toast three hours 
after her son arrived The doctor had said she could go back 
to work in a month, but Mrs Ferguson kept discovering signs 
of relapse, and v as being very difficult about weaning the baby 
to mixed feeding, which had been unheard of m her dax", 
although in her daj as the doctor pointed out, there had not 
been a war on 
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‘But don’t you see,’ said Edward. Tm beginning to 
tliat he’s only helped the Club in order to help himself, 
you, I’m not blaming him for that ; aftei all, he’s not a cha 
institution, but it does seem a bit fishy to me that he’ 
claiming lately for more and more breeding docs. He’ 
getting an awful lot of the bran ration.’ 

Dick took a long drink of tea and swilled the hqui 
and round in his mug before answering. ‘Look here, 
said pompously, Tm m charge of the rationing scK 
you suggesting that Fve been making false returns 0 B 
you are 

‘Oh, don’t be a fool, Dick,’ said Edward exaspera 
not suggesting anything of the kind. I’m only asking, 
ever had any proof that his figures are correct, and w 
more important, have we any proof that he’s send* 
young stock to the butcher? I mean, it’s different wit 
members, because they sell their flesh through us, 
know. Bell has always done it direct to his own ma 
I’m asking myself. Why?’ 

Why?’ repeated Dick obtusely, biting into a bun * 
at it while he munched 


That s what I’d like to know I've been thinking 
some time, and the other night, when he as good a 
let us come and see lus stock, I must say, it got 
suspicious. Look here, how long is it since you w A 
place and saw for yourself how many breeding 
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just where he wants you He’s probably laughing at you behind 
jour back for a mug 

Plinh-a-plinh-.i-plonh' The charge-hand of the Assembly 
Shop played a carillon with a cross bolt on the studs of a crank- 
case to indicate that the tea break was over Diet put the last 
piece of bun into his mouth and stood up, brushing crumbs off 
his overall 

‘We’ve always been good friends, Ted,’ he said, ‘and I’m 
sure I hope we still may be, but I never thought I should hear 
you talk to me like that Come on, Joe Time’s up ’ He lumbered 
off, with monstrous dignity, his little leprechaun mate hopping 
behind Id c a Familiar Spirit 

Cursing Dick’s stupidity, Edward went back to his own Shop 
and took it out of Rcenie for an innocent question about a 
sticking lever and was told off in his turn by Dinah for having 
been away for so long with the magnifying glass 
Nobody’s temper was very good on the bench these days 
They were short-handed and in a perpetual rush to get the 
engines through' to schedule Paddy was gone When her hus- 
band came home, he had got her transferred to a factory near 
where he was stationed Everyone had been surprised that 
Paddy, who had always behaved as if she were bored to tears 
with Canning Kyles, had seemed quite upset at leaving She 
would not even say good-bye to anyone, but on her last day 
had slipped away after lunch, leaving them stranded with the 
embroidered teacloth with which they had planned to surprise 
her at six o’clock 

Her place was filled by a girl called Rachel, who was taking a 
long time to learn the job, as she was too busy radiating npe 
sex to pay much attention Kitty’s place was vacant, but she 
was expected back any day She bad had her baby in the front 
room, or rather, her mother had practically had it for her, 
suffering every pain and finishing twice as exhausted as her 
daughter, who was sitting up having tea and toast three hours 
after her son arrived The doctor had said she could go back 
to work in a month, but Mrs Ferguson kept discovering signs 
of relapse, and was being very difficult about weaning the baby 
to mixed feeding, which had been unheard of m her 'day, 
although in her day, as the doctor pointed out, there had not 
been a war on 
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Meanwhile, Grace and Sheila were sharing her work, 
regrettably slapdash and preoccupied and Grace so cc 
tious that she would have taken all day over a set ol 
given the chance 

Ivy was helping Rachel with the wheelcase job, w 1 - 

deeply resented, complaining constantly about being pai 

her own job and nobody else’s and absenting herself r 

as she dared by way of protest Dinah and Freda had v 

job to do, for Wendy had been out for the last week; 

quite knew why Edward was wondering whether sir 

think it funny if he went down to the cul-de-sac by the 

to see what was the matter 

Madeleine, as ever, was a rock, coming m quietly • 

day, doing her job neatly and perfectly, longing to * 

busier ones, but impotent because she had never got 

learning any othei job but her own. She would stand 

maddeningly, saying: ‘Isn’t there some little thing -? '~ l * 

test your springs, or perhaps look at a bearing? I fv 

silly useless thing ’ She missed the days when they had 

so jolly together on the bench No one seemed to hav 

chat and joke nowadays ; it was all such a rush. W 

gone, she had no one to talk to about Martin, who 

not been traced. As she never mentioned the worry 

eating her up inside, people forgot about it and 

nothing about her to remind them. She looked just 4 

poor old Madeleine, coming in day after day in those 

cotton frocks and that beige straw hat that everyone v 

of, never a minute late, never lingering for an extra m 

her tea, never going out to wash before time, never 
mistake 


W5lei ' L one da y s he did make a mistake, it was a c <* 
J 5 , 110 on ^ y a mistake, it was a glaring, hideous /* 

the dumbest^ btnd S ^ aCross ' the scavenge cas 
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liked to bring the pump back to her, although her signature was 
on the report She took it to Bob Condor o 

‘There must be some mistake,’ she said ‘One of the girls has 
passed an appalling crack on the scav casing Mrs Tennant’s 
name is on the report, but it must be the girl on the other bench 
I mean, Mrs Tennant couldn't -’ 

‘Crack 9 ’ said Bob, taking the casing, which almost fell to 
pieces in his hands He went ‘ Whe-ee-ee-ew ' ’ and ‘ Tt-tt-tt-tt-tt 
Whoever passed this ought to be kicked out She’s not fit to be 
an inspector But you’re right It couldn’t be Mrs Tennant ’ He 
hurried up to Edward with his tiptoe run and Madeleine, look- 
ing up from the next job, saw them talking together with scan- 
dalized faces and looking towards her They went up to the 
girl who did the pumps on the other bench and she shook her 
head and looked righteous They looked at the pump again 
and then back at Madeleine doubtfully, hardly liking to tax 
her with it Like a hypnotized mouse watching a stalking cat, 
Madeleine sat paralysed on her stool and watched their hesitant 
approach 

Edward cleared his throat ‘Er - Madeleine,’ he said, ‘there’s 
just a little thing here to clear up It seems this scavenge pump 
went through ’ He held it out to her ‘It’s got your name on it, 
but - 1 mean, well, I can’t believe that you 

‘Ish this your report 9 ’ Bob Condor laid the card on the bench 
and she read it through without seeing it, not daring to look up 
again at the pump, after the first quick glance which had sent 
her heart into a panic 

‘Well, ish it yours 9 ’ 

She nodded, still not looking up, twisting her hands between 
her knees 

‘But, Madeleine, how could you pass it 9 ’ burst out Edward 
‘You of all people' But nobody could - if they were deaf, blind, 
paralytic, drunk, they couldn’t pass a thing like that ’ 

Madeleine said nothing ‘It’s terribly dishappointing,’ said 
Bob despondently, ‘when your record’s so good The A I D ’ll 
be furious about this I don’t know how you could let us down 
so, I’m sure I don’t ’ 

Dinah, looking across the bench to see what was going on 
saw Madeleine making an extraordinary, crumpled face, as if she 
were going to cry Ivy stared, and nudged Reenie, who stared 
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too with her mouth open and hei pencil laid on her ton^ 
anested m the act of sucking the lead. 

AU that day, people kept coming up to Madeleine and tell 
her they couldn’t undeistand it, until she thought she would 
mad. She had to go to Mr Gurley’s office about the black m 
and he kept saying- ‘But what the blazes happened to y< 
Aren’t you well, is that it? Would you like time off to go 
see your doctor?’ She saw some of the girls surreptitio 
looking at the scavenge casing, drawing in their breaths 
looking at her as if she were a freak. ‘Bad luck, Mad,’ som 
them said, ‘sort of thing that might happen to anyone,’ mp" 
that nobody could have - much less old Mad. 

Madeleine did not usually long for the six o’clock bell 
never wanted to go home, because being at woik was far be 
than being alone, but tonight she prayed for it to ring so 
people should rush off and forget about her Tomorrow 
Sunday and peihaps by Monday they would have forgott 
She pinned on the beige hat, put on hei gloves and folic 
the crowd slowly out into the golden evening Someone ca 
behind her and took her arm, squeezing it. 

‘ Cheer up, Maddy,’ said Dinah. ‘It’s not the end of the w 
to get a black mark, you know Blimey, if I got workc 
about all the mistakes I made I’d be m my grave by now.’ 

‘If only they hadn’t kept on about it,’ said Mai 
miserably. Her face looked shrunken and yellow, like a ’ 
stored apple 

‘ I know,’ said Dinah, ‘ that’s the fault of being the Prize 
It’s a compliment really ; they couldn’t believe it of, you, you 
Madeleine began to cry She had a handbag m one han 
a shopping bagrn the other, so that she couldn’t wipe her 
‘Oy,’ said Dinah, ‘you can’t do that What’s the m« 
Here - I had a hankey somewheie ’ They were nearly a 
clockhouse and Madeleine was crying so that she could 
see . painful, unpractised, middle-aged tears At the do 
suddenly turned and bolted across the tiack, between two 
and down the three stone steps to the toilet 
Dmah found her sitting on the cleaner’s chair, her 
one of the filthy basins, her feet m the litter of paper tow^i 
cigarette-ends that the girls had left behind 

Look here, Mad, old girl,’ she said sternly ‘You mus> 
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yourself together If you’re going to work m a factory, you 
must he tough You ought to know that by now, after the last 
war and everything I mean, it’s hopeless Come on. I’ll take 
you round to the pub and give you a drink You can’t sit there 
all evening like some broken down old lavatory attendant ’ 
Madeleine fumbled in her bag and showed her the telegram 
that wrote off Martin with a finality that seemed to laugh at all 
her months of hoping and believing It had come the night 
before and been m her bag all day, but she hadn’t meant to tell 
anybody 

Edward made up his mind to go and see what was wrong 
with Wendy several times before he actually brought himself to 
go Even when he was at last walking down Queensdale Road, 
smelly after the spell of rainless weather, he almost turned back 
half-way Would she think it awful cheek 9 Would her father 
kick him out and would she hate Edward for exposing her to the 
embarrassment of what that dreadful old man might do 9 He 
had not even the excuse of coming to inquire after her health, 
because she had sent word to Canning Kyles that it was not 
illness, but ‘family trouble’ that kept her out 

As he knocked at the door, Edward marvelled at himself for 
daring to intrude Whatever the ‘family trouble’ was, they 
could not possibly want him Someone might be dead, he 
ought not to have come Footsteps were approaching the door 
from the inside, shuffling footsteps that sounded like Mr Holt’s 
Before Edward could turn and run, the bolt shot back and the 
door was opened by Wendy m bedroom slippers 

She gave a little gasp, hesitated, and then, instead of asking 
him in or shutting the door m his face, stepped out quickly and 
joined him on the pavement, closing the door without latching it 
‘Ted,’ she said, ‘you shouldn’t have come all this way Why 
did you 9 ’ She looked thinner than ever Her shoulders showed 
sharp through the top of her blouse and her wrists and ankles 
looked as though you could snap them with your hand She 
had no make-up on and her ash-blonde hair was dull and drawn 
tightly back with a crumpled bit of ribbon Edward suddenly 
realized how much he had missed her , 

‘You shouldn’t have come,’ she repeated, glancing back at 
the door He had planned to say that he had come down about 
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some tools of tiers which could not be found, but instead 
said: ‘I was worried about you I wanted to know what was 
matter.’ 

‘That was nice of you. I wish I could ask you m, but - 
perhaps it would be all right. Come m and have some tea.’ 

‘No, I won’t really,’ said Edward quickly. 6 1 wouldn’t 
of it I only just wanted to see how you were Walk dow 
road a little with me and tell me what you’ve been up to, 
is, unless you’d rather not ’ 

She glanced down at her bare legs and slippers and t 
the apron she wore ‘Oh, I can't,’ she said. ‘Look at me.’ 

‘Doesn’t matter,’ he said, ‘you look fine Come on.’ He 
hold of her arm, eager to get away from the house. After 
tatmg, she came with him, and when she was walking 
side, he suddenly realized he was holding her bare 
dropped it She padded softly in her slippers up the messy 
ment, and they were half-way up the road before she be 
talk. 

‘It was awful,’ she began ‘It really was awful, T~ 
nodded her head thoughtfully. Then suddenly, it all came 
a rush, as if she had been bottling it up for a long •* 
want of someone to tell it to. She talked on, in her qui 
emphatic voice without looking at him, and when they c 
the end of the road, he steered her round the corner * 
long crescent and they walked under the speckled plane 
It had all happened the night when the solitary rai 
set the sirens wailmg after months of silence. Wendy 
father and mother had been m the sittmg-room, W 
Mrs Holt were sewing, and Mr Holt was reading the 
paper with his usual ejaculations of disgust In 
minutes he would let Lassie out and they would all go 
At first, Wendy thought it was a bus climbing the " 
soon as she realized what it was, she looked quick 
father, who had raised his head with its grey cockatc 
and was listening with wild eyes Mrs Holt, who was ra 
looked at him too and realized that something 
before she heard the siren 

* There! 5 said Wendy brightly, ‘quite like old time 
old Moaning Minnie, isn’t it?’ 

Was it the Mrs Holt’s lips shaped the word sire 
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looked at Wendy and then they both looked back at Mr Holt 
He didn’t say anything He just sat there with Ins Adam’s 
apple going up and down his long throat, slowly crushing the 
paper on the table in front of him Lassie leaped off his knee 
and ran under a chair, with her rat’s tail touching her stomach 
‘No planes, anyway,’ said Wendy ‘I expect somebody’s 
leaned on the button by mistake D’you remember that first 
Sunday of the war, when they sounded it just after Mr Chamber- 
lain’s speecli and everyone got so excited and then it was one 
of our own all the time 9 I wonder what happened to the man 
whose fault it was I expect he -’ She chattered on, trying to 
cover the noise that was still scarcely more than a throbbing in 
your own head, felt rather than heard But now as the siren 
died, even Mrs Holt could hear it, that familiar throbbing drone 
that grew imperceptibly until it filled the whole sky and seemed 
never to have been out of your ears 
It was no good pretending it wasn’t there, or that it was one 
of ours, for a gun barked and then another Every time they 
went off, Mr Holt jumped, but he still said nothing, even when 
Lassie whined Wendy and her mother looked at each other 
and both knew what the other was thinking They were remem- 
bering all the nights when the terrifying noise outside had been 
nothing compared to the noise within the house, how he had 
ranted and raved and shouted to heaven and cursed, and each 
night they had thought he was going mad until the miracle of 
daylight and the All Clear had put lum into a stupefied sleep 
He used to sleep all day, that was what had saved him, the 
doctor said, but towards evening, he would stir and groan and 
tremble and finally wake to go about with an expectant look 
m Ins eyes, working himself up to be ready for them with his 
frenzy when they came 

They watched him now Was he going to begin that again, 
or was he by some miracle going to be all right 9 Wendy didn’t 
think she could go through it all again 

She got up briskly ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I’m going to make some 
tea We might as well enjoy ourselves if they’re going to keep 
us awake’ She had thought then that he was going to be all 
right When she came back from the kitchen with the tray he 
was still sitting quietly at the table, and it was only when she 
went up to him with his cup that she realized that he was abso- 
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lutely tense, with every nerve m his body quivering. You 
see them twitching m his face. His eyes were staring an 
hands, held just off the table, were shaking lightly as if 
were lying on a machine. 

It was no use trying to make' him drink his tea; he di 
seem to be aware of her at all. The plane had passed ov 
the guns were now only far-away woofs 

‘Let’s get him up to bed,’ said Wendy ‘We’ll all go to 
shall we? The All dear’ll be going m a minute Come on, 
I’ll help you upstairs.’ He allowed her to get him to hi 
and went with her like a man sleep-walking, placing h* 
on the stairs without looking at them. She had hei arm r 
him and it was horrible to feel the quivering of his bod' 
he was quiet and came without resisting. Mrs Holt foil 
behind, making little pushing movements with her hands, 
daring to speak m case she should set him off His tense 
something that you felt would explode at any minute 
like waiting m the dark for an alarm clock to go off, f 
it sprung up and sprung up yourself m expectation of the 
it would give you, you didn’t know when. 

They had been able to get him into bed. He didn’t s 
know they were undressing him. Wendy had sat him 
bed m his pyjamas and then lifted m his legs and covvi 
up Ordinarily he would never go to bed without Lassie 
the eiderdown, but now he didn’t seem to notice that _ 
not there He never asked for her. He had not spoken 
since the first notes of the siren had set him listening 
Wendy and her mother hurried out of the room as 
were a time bomb m it, and safely downstairs, relaxed 
although they kept looking at the ceiling. 

They drank their tea and congratulated each other on 
got him safely through it. 

‘Perhaps he’ll sleep now,’ said Wendy, ‘if only 
doesn’t come back Oh, why don’t they sound the All 
‘It’s coming back,’ said her mother, slowly putting her 
the table and standing with her mouth quivering and 
turned upward 

Mr Holt’s shout and the first gun went off simult-u 
■ Wendy ran into the hall and there he was, standing at 
of the stairs with his pyjama trousers dropping off, clenc 
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raised to Heaven, a confused torrent, half-religious, half- 
blasphemous issuing from his distorted mouth He looked just 
like some fanatical negro teacher, yelling his libation with the 
whole of his jerking body His eyes rolled and there was foam 
on his lips He was insane 

Wendy stood for a moment, cold with horror She had started 
forward up the stairs when the bomb fell - it must have been 
sevetal streets away - and he screamed, gave a kind of twisted 
leap in the air and fell forward He lay head downwards, 
diagonally across the stairs, the catalepsy of his body more 
terrifying than all its paroxysms 
The roar of the falling building faded to a rumble and m the 
silence that followed, the drone of the plane could be heard 
growing fainter and fainter, satisfied 

Mrs Holt gave a little moan and sank to her knees in the 
sitting-room doorway The little dog pushed out past her and 
as Wendy bent over her father, it came bounding up the stairs 
with its tail wagging and began to go over the staring twisted 
face with its darting tongue 

Mr Holt was paralysed now all down one side, and the doctor 
didn’t think he would ever speak again Wendy had to do every- 
thing for him, that was why she had not been able to come to 
the factory 


CHAPTER 12 

Sheila had never considered the possibility of Kathleen 
coming back to London, and wanting her flat Her office was 
evacuated for the duration, and beyond that Sheila did not look 
She never thought about what was going to happen to her and 
David after the war When she tried to think about her future 
with David at all, it was just an empty space She couldn’t 
visualize it, and 1 she didn’t let herself try The way to live 
was like David, wholly in the present, and never make plans 
for the future David hated making plans 
Once he had said to her ‘You know, you and I really ought 
to get married,’ and she had caught her breath, and then said, 
like a fool ‘Oh, I don’t know, darling We really might be 
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married as we are.’ She was afraid that he had said it be 
he thought she was dissatisfied with the way they were li 
Afterwards, she could have kicked herself for having los 
opportunity, because he didn’t speak of it again. She con 
mention it, in case he thought she were trying to tie him d 
Still, he had the idea in his mind, that was something. < 
he was waiting until after the war. 

Because she could not look farther than the end of the 
Sheila did not mind how long it went on. Nobody near 
was in the Services, David said there were not going to b 
more blitzes, and really, once you got used to the rationin 
no cars and having to woik at the factory, it made ver;, 
difference to life She even caught herself being half disapp* 

, when the Russians advanced, and almost welcoming a 
back that might postpone the end of the war. The end 
war would bring Kathleen home and then life would l 
be difficult. 

When she got Kathleen’s letter to say that her offi 
returning to London and that she was coming back to 
Sheila said* ‘Oh!’ and stood stock-still in the middle 
six square feet that was called the hall. 

David was in the bath. * What’s the matter, honey ? ’ he 
Sheila read the letter through again, unbelievingly, n 
opened the bathroom door with a face of tragedy. ‘Ka 
coming home,’ she said slowly, dropping the words at 
he lay smiling and unconcerned in the bath. 

‘Well what of it 7 ’ He began to plunge his face ab 
water, splashing the floor and her feet. 

‘She’ll want the flat!’ wailed Sheila ‘Her office is 
back and she’s coming back for good. Oh, I could kill 

‘What?’ He came up out of the water blinking and 
his hair 

‘She’ll want the flat We’ll have to turn out Oh, Da -1 
it mvfidv v N 

‘No, we’ll have to find somewhere else, that’s all ’ 

‘But it’s so nice here, and it’s terribly difficult to * 
m town We’ll never find anything ’ 

Oh, you’ll find something all right Go to an ag 
morrow ’ 

But they’re all shut by the time I get back from w 
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‘Well, take a day off for a change ’ 

‘I suppose I’ll have to, but a day isn’t much Couldn’t you 
try, David’ You’d be much better at it than me ’ 

‘Me’ Good God, no It’s woman’s work Look out, darling 
I’m coming out Chuck me my towel ’ 

‘Find something nice, though,’ he called, going into the bed- 
room all wet to find a cigarette ‘ And make it m this neighbour- 
hood I don’t want to be far from the office again I can’t think 
how I ever existed at Earls Court Why don’t you try that place 
- what’s it called - Chessington Lodge’ It’s quite a good spot ’ 

‘Oh, David, it’d be much too expensive We couldn’t pos- 
sibly Even if Kathleen didn’t let me have this cheap, I should 
think the Chessington Court flats are about twice as much as 
this ’ 

‘Well, somewhere else then There must be masses of flats 
You’ll find something ’ 

She would have to find something, that was all She went 
into the kitchen for a cloth to wipe up the mess he had made 
on the bathroom floor and across the hall She would have to 
start making the flat presentable for Kathleen too That was 
another thing All the broken crockery that they had slung so 
light-heartedly into the dustbin, the picture that David had 
tom down because he didn’t like it, breaking the frame and mak- 
ing a hole in the wall, the burns on the dressing-table and the 
mantelpiece, the crack m the sink where they had dropped the 
mincer, the curtain m the sitting-room that was tom because 
David would never bother to move the desk and draw it pro- 
perly - all these things that had seemed funny at the time would 
have to be put right before Kathleen came back She would 
never understand how Sheila had managed to do so much 
damage on her own 

Sheila took three days out from the factory and returned, 
having achieved nothing, to a rating from Mr Gurley for having 
stayed away without a doctor’s certificate She didn’t dare take 
any more time off She had been to nearly all the estate agents 
in Bloomsbury and was now putting advertisements in papers 
at great expense, spending her lunch-hour scouring the news- 
papers in the Public Library and the rest of the day writing 
letters under cover of her report card How could anyone take an 
interest in reduction gears under the circumstances’ Kathleen 
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was coming home in a week and she was as far off 
from finding somewhere to live. David was still hv. 
could not understand why she was making such heavy 
of it. He didn’t seem to realize that there was not o 
corner in all London, much less in Bloomsbury She 
tried hotels, but they were all much too expensive or 
sleeping in the bathrooms. Everyone in England was 
London and Sheila was getting desperate. 

On the mght before Kathleen’s homecoming, the' 1 
glumly at the flat. What Sheila had been tenified of 
was going to happen. They were going to be separate 
was going to put up at some bachelor apartments wi + 
who worked on his paper and Sheila was going to stojt- 
Kathleen, as Kathleen had suggested. 

‘I still don’t see why I can’t stay on here too,’ said 
the hundredth time, banging drawers about and 1 
cupboard doors. ‘I wouldn’t mind the sofa a bit - or 
could have it and we could have the bedroom. She’d b 
to death to have a man in the house ! ’ Sheila was tn 
plaining to him that it was as impossible to tell Ka >1 
were living together as to tell her parents. 

‘To start with, she’d tell Mummy at once,’ she sai 
frightfully thick with them - more than me really* 
live down at Swmley, you know, and they were always 
her down my neck as a friend Look, David, you must 
old pair of shoes, even if you don’t want them. She 
know.’ 

‘ She’d understand Your unfortunate upbringing, my 
makes you think everyone has the same outlook ns 
before X took you in hand She’ll probably be thrilled 
you've grown up at last I dare say I shall tell her my*, 
water at Toddy’s place isn’t hot I’ll be coming round f 

‘ David, if you dare ’ You don’t know what she’s 111 
simply isn’t the sort of person that could ever un* 
mean, she wears lisle stockings and glasses and a s 
style coats and skirts I don’t think she’s ever had a be 
she s probably never even been kissed — ’ 

Well, I might put that right for her then, mightn' 
was impossible He simple refused to understand He 
doubly difficult for her by being particularly gay and b 

238 



loving wlien all she wanted was for him to remove all traces of 
himself as quickly as possible She held out against going out 
to dinner with him She had to stay behind and clean the flat 
At last he was ready and she helped him carry his things down 
to the taxi 

The night porter was on duty ‘Leaving us 9 ’ he said He 
never called anyone ‘sir’ 

‘Turned out into the snow,’ grinned David and added some- 
thing which Sheila couldn’t hear, but which made them both 
laugh She had a sudden glimpse of David telling his friend 
Toddy about her and then laughing Did men talk about their 
women as women did about their men 9 Surely David wouldn’t 
- but men were impossible when they got together She couldn’t 
bear him to be going back to that masculine world which he had 
left to come to her She kissed him on the pavement, dragging 
him well out of the porter’s view and watched the tail light of 
his taxi disappear with something like panic in her heart It 
was absurd to mind saying good-bye when she was going to see 
him for dinner tomoirow 

Tomorrow vvas Saturday She had the afternoon off and she 
was going once more to do the weary round of the agents 

Kathleen had arrived when she got back at lunch-time and 
her presence was already all over the flat It smelled of her 
toothpaste - she always cleaned her teeth at least three times a 
day - and of her clothes, which always smelled as though they 
had just come back from the cleaner’s, which they usually had 
A Revelation suitcase was open on the bed, unpacked down to 
the layer of shoes, each pair wrapped m tissue paper, and every 
crevice filled with neatly rolled gloves and stockings There was 
a patent case for dresses too, with Kathleen’s dull clothes folded 
over a rail m the lid The things she had unpacked were hung 
out all over the room to rid them of non-existent creases 
Kathleen’s ivory brush and comb set were on the dressing- 
table beside Sheila’s scrap lot, where David’s moulting brushes 
had been Kathleen’s green pyjamas were even laid out on 
David’s pillow 

‘But Shee darling, you look awful 1 ’ were Kathleen’s first 
words as she came in from the kitchen with the china hairpin 
tray which she had hunted out from the dresser where Sheila 
had put it ‘So tired, and so thin My dear, you’re a stick 1 ’ 

239 



Kathleen always spoke with exclamation marks Her 
tion was very tiring 

‘You haven’t been looking after yourself properly, x 
that,’ she went on, kissing her with her cheek. ‘Hardly 
of food m the place, no milk or butter, and no fruit, 
shops simply stacked with it! I spent a night at Swinle 
way here and saw your people Auntie Lena told me y 
working like a nigger, and had got much too thin, bu 
expected to find you looking so utterly worn out v 
earth have you been doing to yourself?’ 

‘Oh, I’m a bit tired,’ said Sheila, looking for her she 
Kathleen had moved 

‘Tired 7 I should think you are! Now you just sit do 
got some coffee making Have you had any lunch 7 ’ 
‘No - yes,’ said Sheila ‘I won’t have any coffee, 
the same, Kath I’ve got to rush out as soon as I’ve ch 
‘Rush, out, where to 7 You ought to take it easy whe 
get time off I always do They work us terribly hard, y* 
at the Min , but I find I can take it in my stride by e 
right things and relaxing with a good book whenever I 
dear Shee, how can you exist m those ridiculous under* 
she cried, as Sheila stepped out of her trousers ‘I’d die 
‘Not m summer, you wouldn’t ’ 

‘Yes I should ’ Kathleen picked up the dungarees 
floor where Sheila had left them and began to fold 1 
nmg Her thumb-nail down the crease. ‘ My goodness, d* 
smell of oil ! I’ll pop round to the cleaners with them 
noon They’ll get them done quickly for me. They kn 
‘So they do me,’ said Sheila, ‘but I still shouldn’t h 
thing to wear on Monday. You leave those dungar 
Kathleen.’ 

‘Well, well, well,’ said Kathleen, ‘aren’t we getting 
our old age 7 You’ve been living alone too long It’s 
T did come home, I can see that ’ 

‘ Look, Kath ’ She had got to know sometime, and it 
well be now ‘It’s awfully sweet of you to suggest me b 
here with you, -but I know you’d much rather be h~ 
I mean, there’s not really room here for two,’ she lied, 
of how perfectly it had suited her and David ‘If Is 
stay here for a few days until I find something, then 
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off and leave you to it It’ll be much better if I have a place of 
my own I’d have gone already only it’s rather hard to find 
anywhere in a hurry these days ’ 

Kathleen was staring at her ‘ My dear Shee, what on earth are 
you talking about 7 You must be mad ' Of course we’ll stay here 
together It’ll be grand fun, and I’m going to look after you, see 
that you eat properly and go to bed early I don’t know how you 
could think I wouldn’t want you We shall get on famously’’ 

‘No, honestly Kath, I don’t think I will, thanks awfully all 
the same It would never work I get up terribly early I should 
wake you ’ 

The thought of sharing the bed with Kathleen, even for a few 
nights, was repugnant ‘Then I go out quite a lot m the evening, 
you know, and I’d disturb you coming in I should be an awful 
nuisance to you ’ 

Kathleen had very large, prominent teeth which she brought 
close to your face when she talked to you, buttonholing you with 
her eyes, staring, and watching your mouth when you spoke 
‘I never heard of such a silly idea ' ’ she said ‘Whatever would 
Auntie Lena say 7 She was so pleased that we were going to be 
together She didn’t like your living alone at all, you know ’ 

T can’t help that,’ said Sheila stubbornly, moving away from 
her to the dressing-table ‘I’ve made up my mind, I really shall ^ 
go as soon as I can find somewhere ’ Kathleen followed her, 
watching closely while she hid her face, still arguing, outraged 
In a minute, she’ll make me say it, thought Sheila I shall say 
‘I don’t want to live with you,’ and then there’ll be trouble 
‘Well, I must say, you are queer,’ went on Kathleen ‘You’ve 
certainly changed, and I don’t know that it’s for the better You 
were never independent like this a year ago, and we used to have 
such fine times together I hated going away and leaving you, 
you know, when you first came here You seemed to want me 
so much to stay, I can’t think what’s happened to you Still, 

I expect it’s just because you’re tired I shan’t worry you I shall 
just leave you alone and then presently you’ll drop this silly 
attitude and we shall both live here happily ever after What do 
you say 7 ’ Things tint Kathleen said always demanded an 
answer 

‘I’ve made up my mind,’ said Sheila getting up and putting on 
her jacket 
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‘Oh, well, we’ll wait and see.’ Kathleen smiled inci 
' ‘Where are yon going?’ 

‘ Out,’ said Sheila, and went 

Some of the agents had shut at one o’clock and at 
was the same old story. What Sheila wanted and the 
could pay made them smile pityingly Having no expe 
flats and rents she had no idea whether it was becau 
wartime or because she was asking the impossible. Tb 
be something, somewhere. She had come down to co 
anything in London. If it couldn’t be Bloomsbury, Da\ 
have to put up with it. He had lived at Earls Court 
before he knew her, and if he felt as she did he woul 
where it was so long as they weie together. 

Towards five o’clock, she was beginning to despair, 
very tired and the extra high-heeled shoes she had 
annoy Kathleen were making her feet ache. She woul 
more agent on her list and then give up, and have 
failure when she saw David tonight. 

Bell, Watson and Lampeter were on- the first flom 
stationer’s shop m Kingsway. She had been there * 
thought the clerk looked at her siclceningly as she toil 
stairs and entered the outei office. It was quite a pr< 
looking place, with a green leather sofa and chairs 
with old magazines on it 

‘If you’d care to wait just a minute or two,’ said 
‘ Mr Bell will be free ’ 

Sheila sat down on the sofa and waited with- 
Piesently the inner door opened and a woman in furs 
accompamed with hand-washings by E. Dexter Bell. 

‘Ah, Miss - er,’ said Mr Bell ‘Not found anything 
I’m afraid I’ve got nothing more to offer you, but if 
just to step into my office, we'll have another look.’ 
with young clients was ponderously patronizing, 
ones, if they weie well off, it was unctuous, and if 
not it was belittling 

Sheila followed his broad back down the passage b 
glass paititions which gave forth sounds of clicking l 
and sat down m the chair before lus desk which she 
pied, the first time optimistically, the second with 
and now with no hope at all At a smaller desk m 
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a woman in a pink blouse with her hair m little sausage curls, 
sat going through letters with a wetted finger 
On Mr Bell’s desk was a revolving stand such as you find 
outside newsagents The sections were headed ‘jurn hous 
unt mais etc and held overlapping index cards instead of 
postcards 

‘Let’s see,’ said Mr Bell, spinning it round, ‘it s a flat you’re 
after, isn’t it? Unfurnished, if I’m not mistaken 7 ’ 

‘Furnished,’ said Sheila 

‘ Of course ’ He turned the stand again and ran his finger 
down the file ‘Blah, blah, blah, this one might do ’ He flipped 
out a card ‘H’m, h’m, h’m, and this I’m afraid we’ve still not 
very much to offer you, my dear young lady You’re asking 
something when you ask for a furnished flat these days 
They’re as rare as a shilling tip in Aberdeen ’ 

‘I know,’ said Sheila He had said this every time The two he 
showed her were hopeless, one three times too expensive and the 
other a basement, which David would never stand 
‘Ah 1 ’ Mr Bell clapped a hand to his forehead ‘Now didn’t 
we have a flat fumed in today? I believe - I’m not promising 
you, mind you, but I believe it might be the very thing you’re 
looking for ’ Hope leaped m Sheila’s eyes She gazed at him as 
if he were a god, which he enjoyed 

‘Oh, I’m sure it would,’ she said, prepared to take it without 
even hearing about it, before it vanished into thin air as all the 
other possibles had done 

‘Let’s see 5 He turned m his chair ‘Did you make out the 
card for that flat that came m a little while ago, Mrs Led ward 7 ’ 
The name struck Sheila as familiar, but she was too excited to 
wonder why 

‘Yes, Mr Bell,’ said Connie m her office voice ‘I have it 
here ’ She rose and laid it on his desk and then sat down again 
and went on going through her letters with pursed lips Edward 
at home was just hunting vainly in the kitchen for something 
appetizing for lus tea, but she had not given him a thought all 
day Her new life as a business-woman was far more engrossing 
than anything that could ever happen at Church Avenue She 
left the housekeeping now almost entirely to Dorothy, who 
was no more proficient at it than her sister 
The flat sounded quite possible It was a miracle Sheila had 
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already decided to take it before Mr Bell had finishei 
out the card. She could see heiself telling David a 
dinner. They might even move m there tonight. 

* Oh, yes,’ she said, interrupting him breathlessly bef 
finished with kitch., and usual off., ‘I’m sure it won 
take it * She leaned forwaid, nodding eagerly. 

‘Well, well, you are an impetuous young lady, to 
said Mr Bell He looked through the card again with 
slowness. ‘I’m not sure, though. . . . We’ve anothc 
about it already, haven’t we, Mrs Ledward?’ 

Conme looked through a file on her desk. ‘Yes, Mr 
said. ‘The client was not sure whether it would sui 
she’d let us know.’ 

‘Did we give her any promise to keep it open?’ 
Connie had lost the place in the file and went 
again from A., although the client’s name was W 
Sheila could have screamed Why couldn’t they put 
her suspense? 

‘No, Mr Bell, we gave her no option,’ said Conn 
and Sheila let out her breath and leaned back m 
beaming. 

‘ Well, then I could she began, but Mr Bell m i 
businesslike voice: ‘When would it be convenient 1 
see the fiat in question?’ 

‘Oh, any time. Now if you like, I mean. I don’t 
it straight away without seeing it I’m sure it wo 
sounds just right ’ 

‘ Oh, but Miss Blake,’ said Mr Bell, with raised ey ’ 
couldn’t let it to you without a viewing. That would 
fair to you, or to us Still, as you seem in such a i 
reason why you shouldn’t see it this evening. We ha\ 
and it’s only just round the comer from here. Let’ 
could we send, Mrs Ledwaid? Would you be good 
go and inquire 9 ’ 

Sheila didn’t like the way he looked at her when 
gone His manner became quite intimate, but she «- 
too puttmg-off m case he might suddenly withdraw 
she smiled and played up to him, answering back w 
a personal remark about her hat He was delig 
and feeling that he held her in the hollow of his 
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himself more familiarity of tone than was ethical, dropping it 
with a clearing of his throat when Connie returned 
‘I’m sorry, Mr Bell,’ she said, ‘but there’s no one Phillips 
and Mr Schilling have gone, and the rest of the staff are up to 
their eyes m work ’ 

Sheila hated her ‘Well, couldn’t I go on my own if you gave 
me the keys 9 ’ she asked ‘I wouldn’t steal anything ’ 

Mr Bell laughed and Connie folded her lips and sat down 
again, uninterested m whether Sheila' saw the flat or not 
‘Wouldn’t steal anything, eh 7 ’ said Mr Bell ‘I’m not so sure 
It’s just these innocent-lookmg ones who turn out to be the 
most dangerous criminals Isn’t that so, Mrs Ledward 9 ’ 
Connie pretended not to hear 

‘Oh, but I must decide tonight,’ said Sheila She knew that 
the flat would escape her if she didn’t grab it 

‘I tell you what’ - Mr Bell looked at his gold wrist-watch, 
which had such a stout cage over the face that it was a wonder 
he could see the time at all - ‘I’ve got ten minutes to spare 
I don’t mmd just popping round with you if you come straight- 
away We shan’t need very long I dare say the viewing will be 
only a formality with you as you seem to have set your heart 
on the place ’ 

‘Oh, would you really 9 ’ said Sheila, looking up at him under 
her curly lashes as he stood up ‘It’s awfully good of you ’ 

‘Not at all ’ Mr Bell reached for Ins hat on the stand behind 
him ‘Just a part of our service, eh, Mrs Ledward 9 ’ Connie 
smiled briefly ‘What about that letter to Lauder’s 9 ’ she said 
‘You wanted to get that off tonight, didn’t you 9 ’ 

‘Oh, I’ll be back m plenty of time for that,’ he said airily ‘If 
anyone wants me, tell ’em to try again m a quarter of an hour ’ 
He held open the door for Sheila ‘Shall we go then, Miss 
Blake 9 ’ 

The flat was at the top of a tall, dingy house in Tavistock 
Square ‘Not much to look at from the outside,’ said Mr Bell 
confidently as they paused at the front steps, ‘but you can’t 
always go by outward appearances, can you 9 Take me Now to 
look at me, you’d never think I was a man of great artistic 
tastes, would you? I love beautiful things. Miss Blake,’ he said 
looking hard at her Sheih didn’t care what he loved All she 
cared about was getting inside the house and seeing the flat Its 
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position was perfect; her hopes were soaring. For dip 
sake, she smiled charmingly at him and allowed him 
her arm to help her up the steps. 

The street door was ajar and they walked throu w 
hall, past a glass-panelled door with a Yale lock and 
climb the stairs, Mr Bell going neither in front noi 
but keeping level with her, step by step. 

‘As you see,’ he said, ‘these flats have their own frc 
All the privacy you want, Miss Blake, and I’m « 
want privacy, don’t you 9 ’ He leered at her in the gl 
she said brightly: ‘Well, who doesn’t 9 ’ 

‘Who, indeed?’ he chuckled ‘And I know what y 
man would say. I know what I should say if I were yc 
man What’s he like 9 Tall and handsome? - Damn hi 
laughed uncomfortably Mr Bell’s body was overp- 
close to hers, and he was breathing heavily down he 
they climbed upward She quickened her pace and a 
fore him at the top floor m front of a wlnte door wi 
lock, a lovely door, her and David’s front door 
‘Is this it 9 ’ she said 

‘ Must be,’ said Mr Bell, arriving slightly out of bre 
side ‘Let’s see, is there a number on it 9 ’ There was n 
the little landing, so he stiuck a match and they peere< 

‘ Flat 5,’ they both said at once ‘ Five,’ said Mr T* 1 
m his pocket for the key. ‘The magic number ’ 

‘Oh, do hurry up and open it,’ said Sheila exci 
longmg to see it ’ As soon as he had turned the key, . 
past him and entered the flat, groping along the w 
electric light switch 

The hall had no windows and was quite dark She 
come m behind her and shut the door. ‘I can’t find 
she complamed ‘Where d’you think it is 9 Oh, here ’ 
down the switch, but nothing happened ‘It doesn’t 
said ‘Oh, dear-’ 

‘The power’s off, I expect,’ said Mr Bell, startlm„ 
her So what do we do now r , come back m the mu 
I suppose so,' said Sheila, disappointedly Even 
the fiat without seeing it, she and David couldn’t 
move m here tonight in the dark Or could they 9 
flunk it fun 9 
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‘Look, Mr Bell,’ slie said, groping her way back to the door 
It was hateful being shut m this box with this objectionable, 
breathing, unseen man ‘Supposing I took the flat on the chance 
without seeing it - I mean, you can say I’ve viewed it now, 
can t you 7 Could wc - that is, I move in tonight 7 I’ll have to 
ask my friend He - she, that is, my girl-friend, you know, 
who's sharing it with me 

‘He - she 7 ’ mocked Mr Bell, still horribly close ‘I say, you 
are a naughty young lady What’ll you give me not to tell, Miss 
Blake 7 ’ 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ she said in a panic, 
feeling all over the door for the handle 

‘Don’t you 7 ’ he said ‘Don’t you 7 Don’t you think I should 
get something for being discreet and for bringing you all the 
way round here - don’t you? Not even one tmy little kiss -’ 
Before Sheila could say anything, his arms went clumsily round 
her and his horrible loose wet mouth was on hers She pushed 
at him blindly, with all her strength, and flinging up one hand 
to hit him in the face heard the tinkle of his glasses as they fell 
to the floor 

‘Damn you -’ he said and clutched for her again, but she had 
found the door handle and felt it hit him m his soft stomach as 
she wrenched it open and pelted down the stairs, through the 
hall, down the stone steps and along the pavement, running, 
running, knocking into people who turned and stared, running 
anywhere until she saw a Tube station and bolted down it like 
a rabbit, worming herself into the crowd as if she could rub off 
on them that crawling feeling m her spine that he was behind her 

Sheila no longer slept with the alarm clock under her pillow 
She hoped it would waken Kathleen, who slept deeply and 
healthily with her hair in a net and grease on her face, but it 
never did Going down the steps of the Tube, still heavy with 
sleep and the worry which had now grown to be an obsession 
that governed all her waking hours, Sheila remembered what 
David had said last night They had been dining cheaply at a 
place in Soho, where the knives and forks were not properly 
washed up, and he had told her that he was no longer sharing 
a room with Toddy, as another room had fallen vacant in the 
same house 
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‘It’s very comfotlable,’ he said, ‘grand bed, an 
and a desk, and ilie old gul does me very well : b 
egg this morning and kippers yesterday, I seem to ha 
oil.' 

Sheila would rather have heaid that he was wretc 
comfortable and half-starved without her. She was lo 
she could feel it. He was slipping away from her with 
that she failed to find somewhere for them to live to 
‘Can I come and see it?’ she asked wistfully ‘I’ll 
along my brocade cushion and that red counterpane 
She wanted to leave something of herself m the room 
him of her all the time. 

‘Good God, no * ’ he had said c It’s the most frigh 
establishment, a sort of Y M.C A. - no followers 
We all live like eunuchs ’ 

°Ullo, love,’ said Mrs Urry, coming up the pla 
her bundle of bedding ‘You do look cheap this 
What’s the matter with you these days - crossed m 1 
‘Who wouldn’t look cheap at this hour of the 
retorted Sheila. Mrs Urry was a nice one to talk, with 
eyes and lopy hair escaping from under the beret. 

‘Something on your mind though I said so to U 
night, didn’t I, Urry*?’ she called over her shoul< 
husband, who was still sitting on the lower bun! 
with his boots. ‘Blast that man ’E’s slower than 
"What’s up, duck'? Tell Mum ’ 

‘Well, I am a bit worried,’ said Sheila ‘I’ve T 
find a fiat, you know, and it’s impossible these a 
< sleeping down here with you if I don’t find somew 
I can’t stand the girl I’m living with much longer ’ 
‘You could do worse,’ said Mrs Urry, hitching up 
while she waited for her husband ‘ H and G laid > 
mattresses, early morning tea, all the comforts of 
there you are, Urry, and about time What’s the g° 
me to be late at the office 7 ’ 

‘ Shut up, you ugly old bitch ’ Mr Urry shuffled n 
bootlaces untied ‘I’m poorly this morning Don’t 
to work ’ 

‘You will or else -’ said lus wife ‘So you’re 1< 
rooms, eh 7 ’ She turned to Sheila. ‘Tell you what, I 
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Greek’s got a couple going begging over the cafe ’ She pro- 
nounced it to rhyme with safe 
‘Really?’ Sheila pricked up her ears ‘Where are they?’ 
‘Stone’s throw from ’Olborn, Thatcher Street It ain’t Park 
Lane, but it’s quiet and central Mind you, I ain’t seen ’em, 
but - No,’ she shook her head, looking at Sheila’s clean blouse 
and sleek hair and brightly made-up face ‘They wouldn’t be 
good enough for you, I dare say ’ 

*Oh, I’m not looking for anywhere grand,’ said Sheila 
quickly ‘I can’t pay much, and I’d be thankful to get anywhere 
at all ’ Her ideas about flats had come down considerably in 
the last weeks, after some of the hovels she had seen and even, 
in her despair, considered ‘D’you think they’re still going?’ 

‘I could ask for you, if you like ’ Mrs Urry put her head on 
one side ‘There’s your train coming ’ 

‘I wish you would,’ said Sheila ‘Tell me tomorrow and per- 
haps I could go round and see them m the evening Thcre’d be 
two of us, you know My - husband and I Is it a double flat?’ 

Mrs Urry said something, which was drowned in the roar of 
the incoming tram The doors sighed and slid open ‘Don’t 
forget to ask, will you?’ said Sheila, looking back as she stepped 
into the carnage 

Mr Urry was half-way up the platform by now He stopped 
and looked back balefully ‘Come on, Aggie’’ he called ‘I 
thought you was in such a hurry Rushin’ me out of bed 
keeping on at a man ’ 

‘Oh, shut up, for Christ’s sake ’ She trotted after him, and 
they grumbled off together, bickering all the way to the ‘Cosy’ 

Sheila waited for David m the hall of the Cafe Royal in a 
fever of excitement He was late She kept getting up to look 
at the clock over the lift and then going back to sit down, tap- 
ping her fingers on her bag, crossing and recrossing her legs, 
glancing at the evening paper without reading it, and getting,, 
up to look at the clock again The longer she waited, the more 
nervous she became about whether he would approve of what 
she had done, trying to visualize the rooms on the second floor 
of the Acropolis with his eyes, defending them to herself 
They were clean anyway, and they were miles better than 
some of the places she had seen She had stayed up until one 
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o’clock this morning working on them, rearranging 
mture, strewing them with her own belongings, clisg* 
more unattractive features with cushions and rugs, * 
the old-fashioned photographs and ornaments and hid 
on top of the cupboard, even cleaning the windows. V 
mind about the flowered carpet? Would he notice tha 
It was only because she was excited that it had kept h 
last night. Anyway, it was done now ; she had taken t 
paid the first month’s rent in advance. He would b 
that it was so small. 

The revolving door went round slowly all the time. E 
it quickened, she looked eagerly for the first sight of 
leg stepping out of it Each time she was sure it was 
be David, but each time it was hateful people, w 11* * 
dently through to the restaurant with talk and lau 
someone alone, glancing round for a moment and th 
a friend, shyly or casually or with obvious pleasure N 
people sitting m the hall with her were kept waiting 
even that woman in the macintosh and strap sho 
husband, who came anxiously through the door wi 1 
abasing himself for being five minutes late. 

Sheila sat on Jews came, foreigners came, sailors 
and American soldiers came, but not David. She w 
ten more minutes and then go away. She waited a * ■ 
hour, twenty minutes, she went and washed her h 
but he was still not there when she returned. Even if he 
now there would be no tables and probably no foo 
watching a' family party assemble m the hall with an 
sary lot of kissing and laughter, still keeping half ” 
the revolving door, when David, who had come in 
door, spoke m her ear and made her jump. 

‘Awfully sorry, darling,’ he said. ‘That’s what yc 
going with a journalist. Let’s eat, shall we 7 I’m sta^v 

She waited until they had got a table and had or 
when their drinks had come, and David, who was leo 
had put down his glass and said: ‘Ah, that’s better 
me look at you,’ she said: ‘Darling, guess what ’ 

‘What?’ he said. ‘I like that hat ’ 

I ve found somewhere for us to live.’ She describe* 
making it sound cosy 
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‘Thatcher Street?’ he said ‘Pretty low neighbourhood It’s 
probably buggy ’ 

‘Oh, no, it’s marvellously clean It’s nothing hhe the flat, of 
course, but, honestly, it isn’t bad There’s a bathroom ’ She did 
not mention that it was shared by the occupants of the first- 
floor rooms ‘There isn’t a kitchen, I’m afraid, but we’ve got a 
gas ring and the man who owns the restaurant says I can use 
the kitchen whenever I like Anyway, it’s somewhere to be 
together That’s the mam tiling, isn’t it?’ 

‘ Sure,’ he said, but when he saw the rooms he was not so sure 
In the middle of the night, when she thought he was asleep, 
she heard him turn over and thump the pillow and turn over 
again and groan 

‘Aren’t you asleep’’ she said softly, putting out a hand 
‘This is a damned uncomfortable bed,’ he grumbled, turning 
over again 

‘I don’t think it’s so bad I expect it’s because you’re tired ’ 
‘I am tired, and it’s still damned uncomfortable’ The cis- 
tern chose that moment to explode and David swore When at 
last he did get to sleep some men came down Thatcher Street 
singing, and when he dozed off again, the Greek’s daughter 
Ellen came home and stood talking on the pavement for a long 
time before letting herself m and banging the door Sheila lay 
awake for what seemed hours, willing the cistern to be quiet, 
and when the alarm clock buzzed under her ear, it seemed she 
had only just gone to sleep 

David woke as she was dressing and stared about him, rub- 
bing Ins eyes ‘Where am J’’ he said ‘Oh, God, I remember,’ 
and closed them again All the furniture in the bedroom was 
dark and looming Either the floor, or the legs of the wardrobe 
or both were uneven It leaned forwaid so that its door would 
„not stay shut The head of the bed was carved m scrolls and 
hung menacingly over David’s restless head He opened Ins eyes 
again as she was doing her hair at the mirror that overswung 
itself unless you wedged paper into the frame 
‘What’ll I do about my breakfast’’ lie asked 
‘Well you can make coffee on the gas-ring in the sitting- 
room There’s bread and butter and milk and things in the side- 
board, and you can make toast at the gas-lire, I bought a 
toasting-fork Or you can go down and have breakfast in the 
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restauiant. Mr Petrocochino said he’d give it you 
wanted it.’ 

‘What, that place we came through last night?’ 

‘Yes. The cooking’s very good, I believe,’ said Sheila 
The cistern exploded and David groaned and p 
sheets over his head. 

The following night, David had his American article 
the early hours of the morning, winch meant he stay* 
office all night. He was working all the next day 
Sheila rang him m the evening from Collis Park Sta t 
tantly, because she knew he didn't like being called at < 
he told her he was not coming back to sleep at Thalc 
‘1*11 sleep at Toddy’s place,’ he said ‘My room’s 
I’ll get some food at the canteen here and then go 
bed. I’m dead to the world ’ 

‘But, David, I’ve got some fish. I was going to 
lovely dinner. You could have it m bed and go straigh 
I’d be ever so quiet Do come home, David.’ She calle 
hopefully. 

‘Not tonight, honey. I must get some sleep.’ 

‘It won’t be so noisy tonight. I spoke to Mr Pe 
about that cistern, and he said -’ 

‘No, not tonight. Yes, what is it, Sammy 9 ’ His \ 
away, talking to someone m the office and then 
her. ‘Look, I must go now. I’m fearfully busy. See 
h’m 9 ’ 

Sheila went back to Thatcher Street, to the ro- 
seemed blowsier than ever with the bed unmade, an 
over tea and toast m the sitting-room with its tasse 
cloth and tarnished gilt clock that didn’t go. Mr P < 
had promised to keep her fish in his refrigerator, bu 
wanted it on the following night, it had disappears 
it, convemently, his memory of putting it there. 

‘But I gave it to him,’ stormed Sheila to Mrs Urry 
scullery ‘How can he have the face to pretend I 
used it in the restaurant, I know.’ 

‘Eaten it hmself, more like,’ said Mrs Urry, who w 
carrots ‘You don’t catch a nice bit of fish like that 
way into the dining-room Dog-fish is all the cus 
see, and Gawd knows what when it’s fish cakes.’ 
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‘Oh, he’s hateful When you accuse him of anything, he 
pretends not to understand It was just the same over the bath- 
water He’s vile, he’s mean 

‘Mean 7 ’ said Mrs Urry ‘’E wouldn’t give you the drippings 
from ’is nose ’ 

‘Mrs Hurry 1 ’ called, his voice from the kitchen, ‘how long 
I am waiting for those carrots 9 ’ 

‘’Ow long, oh Lord, ’ow long,’ muttered Mrs Urry, plunging 
her hands in the earthy water m the sink 

‘You are getting too old for your job, my woman,’ he said, 
appearing in the doorway m a collarless shirt and pot-bellied 
apron She swung round from the sink, the bunch of her apron 
at the back quivering 

‘If anyone’s getting too old for their job round here, it’s you,’ 
she retorted ‘Talk about the ruins of Greece 1 And don’t you 
call me your woman ’ 

‘Carrots, carrots, carrots’’ he hissed, beckoning them im- 
periously with a hand that had been mixing sausage-meat 
‘What’s all the excitement 9 ’ asked David’s voice from the 
kitchen, where he had strolled down to see why Sheila was 
being so long 

Sheila, trapped m the scullery by the Greek’s bulk in the 
doorway, hated him to see her in the middle of this sordid 
scene As soon as she could, she squirmed out and found him 
Picking bits of crust off a loaf and talking to Ellen, who was 
dressed to go out in a black skirt and white satin blouse with 
nothing underneath 

‘Come on upstairs, David,’ she said ‘I’m afraid we’ll have to 
So out to dinner as our fish seems to have disappeared into 
thin air ’ She stood waiting his leisure, while he finished talking 
to Ellen, who leaned voluptuously against the dresser twiddling 
her dark curls with one fleshy white arm raised to display her 
figure 

‘So your boy-friend’s a newspaperman?’ David was saying 
Like me You want to look out for those guys ’ 

' Oh, I hke newspapermen,’ said Ellen, travelling up and down 
him with half-closed eyes Sheila snorted and went upstairs 

David always seemed to have some excuse for not sleeping at 
Thatcher Street He was tired, he was working late, lie had 
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promised Toddy to go back and meet some chaps m h* 
On the nights when he was not there, the cistern was m 
the street outside as quiet as a country lane, but when 
there, all the devils m hell seemed to be let loose in the 
mg, cats mated at the tops of their voices and local 
behaved as if it were New Year’s Eve Sheila would li 
listening to him tossing and cursing, willing him to si 
dreading to hear him, when he got up in the mornm 
awake, as he had never been at the flat, say: ‘Don’t e> 
tonight, darling. I’ve got a late job on. I'll sleep a 
Home, he called Toddy’s, when tins was supposed * 
home She was beginning to hate these rooms as mu 
did At the flat, she had managed to feel married, 
she felt like a prostitute, waiting night after night, goi 
without cream on her face in case he should change 
and come back. 

‘What about dinner, then 7 ’ she would say. 

‘Better not fix anything. I may not be able to get < 
don’t want to keep you hanging around. You go out a 
yourself ’ Enjoy yourself. Who with? 

One night, when she was happy, when everything 
right and he had come back to dinner and they had 
just as they used to, she came down to the kitchen 
eleven o’clock to make coffee. Ellen and her young 
had been to the cinema, had come m with the same 
was standing over the stove, her behind prominent in 
silk dress, cut on the cross, and her young man, who 
and untidy, was sitting at the kitchen table picking 
with one of his fingernails, which were never clean 
‘ Oh, hullo, Ellen,’ said Sheila ‘ I just came do « 
some coffee, d’you mmd?’ 

‘Of course not, dear,’ said Ellen, who, given h 
would have been bosom friends with Sheila. ‘You 
some of this if you like , I’ve made pints How man, 
the two of you 7 Got your husband up there?’ She 
head towards the ceiling David was always called Sh 
hand, although she thought they all knew that he W' 
Yes, two of us,’ she said, putting down her tray o 

Good evening, Mr Birkett ’ 

He made a vague salute ‘ Just call me Dan,’ he sa 
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getting up Ellen took a long time over the coffee, insisting on 
letting it brew before she would strain it Sheila wished she 
would hurry, she wanted to get back to David When she was 
with him up there she felt that she could make him forget how 
beastly these rooms weie She didn’t like to leave him in them 
too long alone, knowing from experience what poweis of de- 
pression they held It didn’t matter what you did - whether 
you moved the furniture about, or stood vases of flowers every- 
where or stuck up magazine pictures or silly dolls - the rooms 
lowered at you The black marble mantelpiece m the sitting- 
room was a scowling brow, the half-open, convex drawer of 
the sideboard a sullen underlip 

David did not like being up there alone any more than she 
liked leaving him Presently she heard his whistling and his feet 
clattering down the stairs 

‘Darling,’ he called from the first-floor landing ‘What on 
earth are you doing down there’ Get a move on ’ Dan Birkett 
raised his head m surprise and as David limped down the last 
flight and appeared in the kitchen doorway, he said with his 
dirty sideways smile ‘Hello, fancy meeting you’’ Sheila was 
watching David’s face, which was taken aback and trying to 
register unconcern 

‘Oh, do you boys know each other’’ said Ellen comfortably, 
‘That’s nice ’ 

‘Sure,’ said Dan ‘We work on the same paper That is, if 
you can talk about a common reportei and a feature writer in 
the same breath ’ He did not seem to like David ‘I didn’t know 
you hung out here though, Fielding I thought your wife lived 
up north ’ 

‘Well, she does - I mean, she did, you see, we - Oh, hell, 
what business is it of yours, anyway’’ David, who could so 
easily have explained the situation away had chosen instead 
to turn and tramp angrily away upstairs 

‘My, my,’ said Dan, and he and Ellen looked at each other 

‘What about your coffee’’ said Ellen as Sheila picked up her 
tray and started off after David 

‘Oh, never mind,’ she said ‘Leave it I - I’ll come down for 
it later ’ 

She found David in the sitting-room, leaning on the mantel- 
piece and kicking the fender with his good foot 
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‘Damn, damn, damn,’ he said. ‘This’ll be all over ( i 
by tomorrow/ 

‘But, darling, it’s all right. He doesn’t know we’re n 
ned. If only you hadn’t dashed off like that - I mean, 
nothing funny about two people living over the A 
Dming Rooms.’ 

‘The Acropolis Dming Rooms 1 ’ His laugh was a s 
was a fool not to think of it. I knew his girl’s fathc 
Greek who kept some low cafe - he was the one who 
get us those tongues and things, remember'?’ 

‘Yes, but I don’t see that it matters Even if he 
think we’re married - and I'm sure he does - why she 
mind 4 ? You’ve laughed at me often enough for being 
tional , it seems to me you’re a damn sight more conv 
yourself’ She sat down at the round table and twi 
frmge of the green woollen tablecloth, wanting to 
don’t mmd what your beastly friends think, so why 
you 4 ?’ 

‘Oh, you fool, it’s not that. I don’t give a damn for 
just the - oh, I don’t know - being caught in this awf 
hole It’s all so shabby, and sort of degrading. I shall be 
to death over this/ 

They were not really having a row Sheila often thou 
wards how much better it would have been if they 
David never quarrelled , he couldn’t be bothered If 
been having a row, it would have been quite natural f 
to challenge him with: ‘What did he mean, he thou 
wife lived up north? Doesn’t he know you’re divorced 
David, once he had got over his first annoyance at 
Birkett, didn’t seem to notice that there was any hh 
between them, or that Sheila couldn’t see what her tn 
doing to the tablecloth because of the mist of tears tha 
on the brink of her eyes, it sounded stupid and capti 
she blurted it out She could hear how self-conscious 
she said it: ‘What did he mean, he thought your wif 
north 9 Doesn’t he know you’re divorced?’ 

What 9 ’ He took his foot off the fender and lookv. 
surprise ‘Well, I’m not actually We’re separated, b 
never been anything legal You know that ’ 

She didn’t know it Although they had hardly 
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about his wife, she had taken it for granted that he was divorced, 
but she would have died now' sooner than let him see that 
‘Oh, yes, of course,’ she said She had torn a tassel of the 
cloth and w>as pulling it to pieces, thread by thread, without 
noticing what she was doing 

‘Well,’ said David, ‘if svc’rc not going to have coffee, I think 
I’ll clear out before Birky comes up to ask the happy married 
pair down for a nightcap Where’s my coat’’ 

The Thatcher Street rooms were a terrible place to cry m 
alone Once started, you could never stop, and you realized, 
then, that that w'as the effect they had on you all along They 
had made you want to cry, and now that they had achieved 
their object, they stood off, more comfortless than ever, and 
watched darkly the tears which had been accumulating for so 
long reducing you to a rag 

After that, David came less and less to the rooms He had the 
additional excuse now of not wanting to meet Dan Birkett At 
first Sheila went on buying food, in case he should want to have 
dinner there, but presently she gave it up He did suggest it 
one night when he was tired and they had not much money 
between them, but as she had got nothing to cook for him 
they had to go to a restaurant just the same , 

They still met frequently for dinner, but afterwards, whereas 
it had at least been a question of was he or wasn’t he coming 
back with her, it was now hardly ever even that It gradually 
became the accepted thing for them to part at the Tube, or at 
a street corner, and gradually, Sheila could not quite say when, 
it was not ‘See you tomorrow,’ or ‘Ring me at lunch-time’ or 
even ‘Keep Monday ’ It began to be ‘See you sometime’ or 
Sheila would say diffidently ‘When’ll I see you’’ and he would 
s ay ‘I don’t know I’m going to be pretty busy Tell you what, 
kh give you a ring ’ 

But it was usually she who rang him m the end The terrible 
Part of it was that he didn’t seem to notice what was happening 
He behaved quite naturally, while all the time Sheila could feel 
him slipping out of her hands like the crumbling earth of a 
cliff-edge 

They began to see each other less and less frequently Once, 
when they met, she heard him being polite to her, as if he had 
forgotten for a moment that she was not just some woman for 
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whom, lie was switching on his charm. Nothing was 
between them. Perhaps she could have saved it even t 
could have brought things to a head, but how could 
to a head something of which he did not even seem a\ 
Presently he was going to Bristol, to take over the j 
branch editor who was on holiday. ‘When I come bac 
said, ‘we’ll have a party. It’s ages since we had a go 
We might round up some of the folks and have a ie, 
‘Yes, that’d be fun,’ she smiled, clamouring insid 
‘I shan’t come! I shan’t come! If you’re bored with 
don’t you say so, instead of sitting there looking just 
as you always did? How am I supposed to stop 1 
when you go on looking just the same?’ 

He went to Bristol on the night tram and he ma 
dinner with him and see him off at the station, 
another woman seeing a soldier off, and after the 
gone, Sheila saw that the woman was crying as if s 
she would never see the soldier again. Sheila had 
feeling that she would never see David again eith 
had not even the right to cry about it. There was not 
about her tears as theie was about tins other wc < 
walked away, looking like a symbol of the tragedy • 
Sheila was not a symbol of anything except an 1 
girl who had missed the last tram home and would ha 

t 

Dinah knew about David She had heard abc 
nauseam when Sheila was in the first flush of Irvin* 
those days to say: ‘How’s the boy-friend 9 ’ nev 
unloose a torrent of tedious detail, so Dinah haidly 
unless she were feeling so sunny that she could stan* 
But nowadays, since Sheila had become more rc 
safe to ask after David 
‘How’s the boy-friend 9 ’ 

‘Oh, all right thanks. He’s gone away, as a matt 
‘Has he 9 Where to 9 ’ Dinah thought it would be 
a polite interest, as Sheila looked subdued this mo 
not bothered to do her hair properly 
‘Bristol ’ 

‘Oh, Bristol Gone off on a job, has he 9 ’ There - 
need to draw Sheila out like this in the old days. 
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‘He’s working at the branch office of Ins paper there ’ 

‘Pity >ou couldn’t have had your holiday now and gone with 
him,’ said Dinah 

‘Yes, wasn’t it?’ said Sheila They were washing their hands 
before lunch and she scrubbed absorbedly at her nails as if it 
were the only thing in the world that counted 
‘You probably could have, if you’d pestered old Gurley,’ 
went on Dinah Sheila didn’t answer 
‘Did you try?’ persisted Dinah She knew she was being 
nosey, but she wanted to find out if anything was wrong There 
must be something wrong to have turned Sheila recently from 
a babbler into a clam 

‘Oh, yes,’ said Sheila ‘It wasn’t any good though Damn my 
hands I don’t believe I’ll ever be clean again ’ 

‘Bill’s away tonight and tomorrow,’ said Dinah as they were 
drying their hands under the hot-air blower ‘We might have 
some food and go to the flicks or something We grass widows 
ought to get together Perhaps I could sleep at your place if 
we’re going to a cinema up West I’ve never seen your new fiat ’ 
‘I’m afraid I can’t tonight, Dinah,’ said Sheila ‘I - I’ve got 
to go out with an aunt ’ 

‘I’ll come another time then I’d love to see it ’ 

‘Yes, you must come some day We’d better be going back, 
hadn’t we, or the bell will be ringing ’ She had no intention of 
letting Dinah come to Thatcher Street Apart from being 
ashamed of the rooms, she didn’t want Dinah to see that there 
were no masculine traces - nothing of David there 
She could not give up the rooms, because she had nowhere 
else to go Impossible to go back to Kathleen after having been 
so firm about Jiving separately Kathleen would take her m, 
of course, but she would gloat She would have her bath ready 
and bring her things on trays and say ‘I knew you wouldn’t 
hke living on your own You were a goose 1 ’ It was difficult 
enough to live with Kathleen when you were happy , unbearable 
now that you were miserable 

She had paid the second month’s rent in advance to the Greek, 
so she could not afford to live anywhere else, even if she could 
fi nd something She was very hard up Dining out so often with 
David had been expensive, because he was hard up too When 
l hey hved at Kathleen’s flat, she had always paid the rent, this 
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was natural, because she had been paying for it long before 
she met him, but they had been going to share the rent of 
Thatcher Street She supposed it was natural too that he had 
never paid his half for the first month After all, he had hardly 
been there 

So there she was, stuck m those two hateful rooms, with *1 ~ 
use of a bath, which, when the geyser was not out of ordei 
was always occupied She lived bleakly on snacks, to avoi 
going down to the kitchen more than necessary She was su. 
eveiybody knew about David, because they were so inquisitive 
Mr Petrocochmo was always asking when the ‘Beautify 
Husban” would return, and Ellen was always saying* ‘M 
goodness, don’t you get lonely up there 9 I should think he’ 
be afraid to go away for so long and leave you on the loose 
Even Victor, the French refugee who waited in the dimn 
' rooms, would question her as she went through on her way i 
the stairs 

‘All alone again, dearie?’ he would say in his Gallic Cockne 
C ’E don’t know ’is luck Englishmen 1 1 tell you He spat 
the recess behind the counter, where he kept the bowl f 
washing up glasses ‘Why don’t you come and eat down 
tonight 9 1 fix you something special - just for you ’ His 
was increasingly familiar now that she was without Da\ 
Sometimes he would come round from behind the counter 
make for her as she was walking between tbe tables, so 
she had to run through the swing door into the kitchen 
Mrs Urry was almost the worst She had become clragm 
maternal She would watch out for Sheila coming home 
pop out from the scullery to catch her as she hurried thro' 
the kitchen, intent on getting upstairs away from them all 
‘Just m time,’ she would say ‘We’ll ’ave a cup of tea 
before that Greek comes back The kettle’s on the boil ’ 

‘No, thanks, Mrs Urry, really ’ 

Come on, love Just a nice cup of. Do you good, a nice 
of will Look, I’ve made it now, you can’t say no.’ 

Oh, well.’ It was simpler to do what people wanted, to 
them pestering you Then Mrs Urry would get all chummy 
t le cup of tea and come and stand very close, the top o! 
ead on a level with Sheila’s shoulder. 

Come on now, out with it,’ she would say ‘ Something’ 
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ain’t it? Mum knows Tell Mum ’ She had usually just been out 
for a quick one or two before the evening washing-up session, 
and having temporarily dispelled her own troubles, was anxious 
to dispel everyone else’s as weli 

Sometimes, to get away from the place, Sheila went round to 
Kathleen for supper She always came away wishing she had 
not gone, but it passed the evening 

After one particularly depressing evening when Kathleen had 
given her dried-up risotto and made her listen to a radio play 
m blank verse about Sir Philip Sidney, the night porter strolled 
out of the cubbyhole as Sheila was leaving the flats 
‘Hullo, stranger,’ he said ‘We don’t see much of you these 
days, do we'?’ She stopped and talked to him She had always 
liked him and thought him a sympathetic person to talk to 
‘Remember the days I used to come up to your flat and jaw 
over coffee?’ he said ‘Seems a long time ago We were pals 
then, weren’t we'?’ 

‘Well, we still are’ She didn’t want him to think she had 
forgotten how nice he had been to her when she was alone at 
the flat They had been quite ultimate She had confided in him 
when she first met David and he had been agreeably interested 
in the progress of her romance He seemed to approve of David 
coming to live with her With the day porter, Sheila had kept 
up a feeble pretence of being married, but with the night porter, 
it didn’t matter He understood, and she thought he felt 
benevolent towards them, having been in on the start of the 
affair 

‘Yes, rare old times we used to have,’ he mused, leaning 
against the wall m his familiar attitude, with his chin on the 
loosened knot of his tie ‘And then Love walked m and I walked 
out, eh? How is Love by the way 7 Still going strong 7 You 
might give him my regards and tell him he owes me eightpence 
on some empties that went astray ’ 

‘Oh, I am sorry,’ said Sheila, opening her bag ‘I’ll give it 
you now ’ 

He waved it away ‘Wouldn’t dream of it,’ he said ‘So 
everything m the garden’s still rosy, eh 7 ’ 

‘Yes she said from habit and then paused She was tempted 
to tell him He had always been so understanding, and the 
strain of having nobody to confide in was wearing her down 
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He was the only person she could possibly tell. She didn't * 
he would laugh at her or despise her or tell her she had been 
fool Almost she told him She was turning over in her mi 
possible ways to start, when he went on : 

‘ Well - it’s nice to see you - and looking so lush too.’ S 
always dressed smartly when she came to see Kathleen. 

She looked down at herself. ‘D’you like this dress?’ 
'Mm-hm.’ He let his eye travel over her ‘Yes, you lo 
pret-ty expensive.’ He was talking musmgly, as if he were bin 
mg of something else and then suddenly his eyes lost their m 
lent smile and seemed to get smaller and brighter. His f 
tightened up and his voice, which had been warm and lazy, 
suddenly quite hard and brisk 

‘Just as well,’ he said, pushing on the wall with his should 
and straightening up ‘Just as well you do look expens 
because of a little proposition I have for you ’ 

In the hot weather, dinner at Swmley was taken m the h> 
Not lunch, because in high summer the sun beat too fiercely 
the glass-sided loggia that would have been more at hom 
Dulwich than in the heart of Worcestershire It stood o „ 
the garden m front ; beyond the two plaster pillars suppo 
its loof were the sloping side lawn and lose garden. At the 
it led into the drawing-room through french wmdows a 
by ferns m plaster pots More ferns hung in baskets fr* 
domed glass roof, the floor was of patterned paving and * 
corner were stacked the deck-chairs and the bumble pup 
Mrs Blake’s gardemng gloves and the tall basket on ' 
winch she pushed round the garden when she went sm 
dead flowers 

Towards the end of August, the midges began to make 
m the loggia less pleasant, but as it was Mr Blake who 
where they should dme and the midges did not bite him t* 
his suit, they dined there just the same. Although the’ 
almost out of doois, there was no suggestion of picm 
table was laid with the same detail as m the dining-room 
centre piece, three silver ciuet sets, unnecessary knives, 
sweet dishes and unused wine-glasses. You had to cha 
even if it were only from one light frock into another 
been m shorts since she arrived that afternoo 
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wore a flowered silk dress smelling of moth balls which she 
had once thought pretty 

Dinner had as many courses as ever soup, cauliflower cheese, 
meat, summer pudding and dessert The interval between each 
course was even longer than usual, because the loggia was 
farther from the kitchen Mrs Geek silently disapproved of 
dining m the loggia for this reason In any case, she could not 
understand people wanting to be out of doors when they had 
plenty of rooms to sit m She herself hardly left the house all 
the year round except to go to the dustbins or the vegetable 
garden Sheila had given up offering to help her fetch the dinner 
or hand it round Mrs Geek seemed to think it a slight on her 
efficiency, and when she had gone out, Mrs Blake would say* 
‘It’s the wrong principle, dear After all, we pay her to do it, 
and they have a very easy job here ’ 

There was liver and bacon on this Saturday night, with waxy 
mashed potatoes and not enough gravy ‘Liver, Mummy?’ said 
Sheila as Mrs Geek handed her the silver entree dish ‘Where 
on earth d’you get it 7 You never see any in London How d’you 
manage it - Black Market 9 ’ She was only trying to make 
pleasant conversation, but her father said quite stiffly ‘It’s 
natural that the shop people should treat one well when one 
has a certain standing in the town I dare say everyone can’t 
get liver We can A little more gravy, if you please, Mrs Geek 
No more? Never mind, it doesn’t matter ’ Sheila saw him look- 
ing at her plate and felt that she had taken too much 

‘Are you getting enough to cat, Shcc 7 ’ asked her mother for 
the tenth time since she had come home ‘I do wish you weren’t 
living alone I can’t think why you don’t live with Kathleen ’ 

‘She doesn’t want me,’ lied Sheila 

‘Well, that’s not what she says in her letters She says how 
disappointed she is that you shouldn’t be together, after the 
great friends you used to be down here I had a letter from her 
only yesterday saying that you looked tired, which I must say 
you do She writes to me quite a lot, you know More than 
you do ’ 

Oh, yes, they were very thick No chance of Kathleen not 
telling dear Auntie Lena anything that she heard about her 
daughter As she scratched her legs and slapped midges on her 
arms all through the dawdling meal, so exactly like all the other 

263 



meals of hei life at Swinley, Sheila realized more and more 
impossible it would be to let the night porter piescnt ICath 
with a bombshell to drop on this stagnant milieu. She had 
to get the money that he wanted for keeping his mouth 
about David. 

That was what she had come down for this week-end. Sh 
not tackle her father until they were sitting over coffee 1 
waning light Sheila got up to switch on the light but he Io< 
at his watch ‘No, leave it/ he said ‘Only ten mmut 
blackout * 

‘But it’s not dark yet and they never bother about you b 
dead on time, especially in the country ’ 

‘Better to be ten minutes on the right side than ten mmut 
the wrong side of a fine/ he said sententiously. ‘As an A 
officei, one must set a certain example People are lax en« 
as it is You might just get my pipe for me, dear, if you will 
the Swan Vestas from my jacket pocket in the hall 5 
‘And my pills, Shee, while you’re about it/ said her mo f 
she went through the french windows When she returned 
the errand that she had discharged every night of her 1 
one time, Sheila went and sat on the steps leading mt 
garden, with her back against a pillar and her profile K 
her father 

‘Daddy/ she said ‘I wonder if you could possibly 1 
have a little money I’m rather short this month The ! 
hasn’t been good at the factory, and - I’ve got one or tv. 

I really ought to pay off ’ 

‘How much do you want 7 ’ he asked, giving no indr 
whether he would or would not 

‘Well - about ten pounds would cover it ’ The night p 
ideas of blackmail were not large, but they were more th 
could meet at the moment 

‘Oh, darling, I knew this vtould happen/ said Mrs ' 
‘This comes of your being so silly and taking a place c 
own You can’t possibly affoid it You’d far better go b 
Kathleen where you’ll only have your board to pay ’ 

‘Your mother’s right/ said her father ‘Independence 
thing, but debts are another This settles it You’ll go b° 
live with Kathleen ’ 

But it’s got nothing to do with living alone/ said 
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‘I’ve paid the Tent It’s for clothes mostly I had to have a coat 
this summer and I suppose I did spend too much Will you let 
me have it 7 1 could pay you back" next month ’ 

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ he said ‘I wouldn’t dream of taking 
money from my own daughter. I’ll put you straight this time 
but -’ L 

‘Oh, thanks, Daddy,’ she interrupted, getting up to go to him 
‘I knew you would ’ She went behind his chair and sliding her 
arms down the back on to his shoulders, kissed the narrow bald 
top of his head 

‘But you ought to be able to manage on what you earn at 
your work However, I know what girls are when they get 
among the shops,’ he said indulgently, as if he had never heard 
of clothing coupons ‘My proposition is this I’ll give you five 
pounds - and you must go back to Kathleen ’ 

‘Oh, but. Daddy, I need ten ’ She took her hands., from his 
shoulders and put them on the back of the chair 
‘You’ll soon save the other five when you haven’t any rent 
to pay ’ 

‘But they want the money now'’ The night porter had only 
given her a week and already three days had gone by 
He shook bus head knowingly ‘Shops are used to waiting, 
though as you know, it’s against my principles not to pay all 
bills on the nail Give them something in advance, go back to 
Kathleen' and you’ll soon be able to pay the rest ’ 

‘But I can’t go back to Kathleen,’ said Sheila, getting angry 
‘Dammit, I’ve told you she doesn’t want me -’ 

‘I do wish you wouldn’t swear so much, Shee,’ said her 
mother ‘You never used to before you went to the factory ’ 
‘Do give me the ten pounds,’ said Sheila, hating to have to 
plead with him ‘It’d be much better to owe it to you than the 
shop ’ 

‘I’ve told you what I’m prepared to do,’ he said with surprise 
that she should question his decision ‘The remedy is in your 
hands Go back to Kathleen and you’ll be able to get straight 
Of course if you choose to go on living alone and get into debt 
a 8ain - as you probably will - I can’t promise to help you 
I think that’s fair, Lena?’ He looked to where his wife sat m 
the twilight at the other end of the table 
Mrs Blake, who was longing to give Sheila the- ten pounds 
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and more, had to say: *Oh, yes, I think so. She really must be 
sensible and go back to Kathleen.’ Sheila left the chair and 
went to the edge of the loggia to stand looking out at the 
garden, still and silent m the gathering darkness 
‘I shan’t go back,’ she said ‘Thanks for the five pounds,’ she 
added ungraciously She knew it was no good hoping for any 
more She would have to fob the poiter off with half what he 
wanted and collect the rest somehow. 

‘Well, that’s settled then ’ Her father laid his napkin on the 
table and got up. ‘Let’s go indoors, shall we? I can't see myself 
think.’ His little joke indicated that he bore her no resentment 
‘Coming, Shee 9 ’ asked Mrs Blake, getting up clumsily and 
groping under her chair for her bag. ‘You’ll be getting your 
holidays soon, won’t you 9 ’ she said, glad to change the subject 
‘I’m so looking forward to it You shall have a really good 
rest, breakfast m bed every day if you like and plenty of lying 
m the garden m the sun like you used to do. We’ll get the court 
rolled and round up some people for tennis When exactly is 
your holiday 9 ’ 

Sheila turned round ‘Two weeks’ time,’ she said ‘But don’t 
count on me coming home I promised ages ago to go and stay 
with some people I don’t see how I can get out of it ’ She would 
not dream of coming home now. 

But, Sheel’ said her mother; and her father said* ‘Well, I 
must say, that’s a bit of a disappointment You never told us 
you wouldn’t be coming here.’ She could not see their faces 
across the loggia, but she knew that she had hurt them Well, 
she couldn’t help it They should have given her the ten pounds. 
Damn, damn, damn What was she going to do? 

Come along then, Lena, said Mr Blake, holding open one 
of the french windows His wife lingered. ‘Coming, Shee 9 ’ she 
said uncertainly 

‘I think I’ll stay out here for a little,’ said Sheila Shehear^ 
them^ go indoors, and the glass door shut behind them an 
heard the dry scraping of Mrs Geek’s long feet on the sh 
floor as she came out to collect the last things on the table ^ 

S ?° _ c ^ lewin 5 on her fingers, while night crept towards he 
o\er t e lawn What was to stop the porter going on and c 
rf ^ n , ! n ^ mone 5 r9 David would have known what to do, but"h 
U never tell him now, even if she did see him again S> 
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had got to cope with it alone How was it going to end " 5 What 
was she going to do 9 

They were m the milk bar, she and Dinah, sitting up at the 
counter as they had been nearly nine months ago on the day 
when Sheila told Paddy and Dinah how she had met David 
m the train 

Their lunch W'as the same sausage rolls, coffee and a jam 
tart, for the milk bar’s repertoire was not inspired The same 
girls from the rope factory in turbans and blue jeans were 
chattering over pics and chips at the corner table, the same 
sheepish young bloods w’ere lounging round the automatic 
gramophone, whose repertoire was as unchanged since that 
November day as the menu 

Only Sheila W'as different That day she had hardly been able 
to sit still on her stool She had thrilled inside herself each time 
she remembered something lie had said and had kept throwing 
smiles at herself into the mirror behind the counter, fascinated 
with her own bright looks and the perfect way her hair was 
behaving She had hardly heard a word of what Dinah and 
Paddy were saying 

She still did not hear much of what Dinah was saying, but 
her preoccupation was with worry instead of inward glee She 
sat slumped on her stool with her elbows on the countei and 
her cup in both hands and no longer looked up at her other 
self in the mirror She had not even powdered her nose before 
coming out to lunch It was no pleasure to look at yourself these 
days, when your hair was lank and needed a perm which you 
had not the energy to undertake, when you had a spot on your 
chin and your skm refused to hold make-up, w’lien youi eyes 
looked tired and the lashes were no longer curly because you 
could not be bothered to use the little gadget on them The 
natural murkiness of her bedroom mirror at Thatcher Street 
was not improved by the fact that she rarely dusted it, but she 
hardly looked in it now that she woke so heavy and lingered in 
bed, dreading the thought of the day ahead, and only being 
forced out at last by the one unchanging thing in her perplexed 
existence, the necessity of being at Canning Kyles by half-past 
seven 

Dinah chatted idly, more from habit than anything else, 
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undiscouraged by Sheila’s monosyllabic answers. She had Icno' 
for some time that something was wrong with the little Bla 
bit, but she was not going to interfere before she was mvit* 
She had something on her mind, too: what to give Bill i 
supper tonight He always came home starving after his lo 
shift at the works; it would have been the greatest thrill in 
woild suddenly to slap down a great plate of steak and om 
and chips before him as if it were nothing unusual. Tonight 
had either got to slap down macaroni cheese, which he wl ■ 
pretend to enjoy, or open the last tm of salmon and h 
nothing nice for his dinner on Sunday. She sighed and can 
Lou as she darted past with a tottering stack of dirty cups 

‘Give us another cup of coffee, Lou,’ she said. ‘How afc 
you, Sheila 9 ’ 

‘What 9 Oh - 1 don’t mind ’ 

‘ Might as well We’ve got time. Two then, Louie, with su 
if you can wangle it ’ When the coffee came, Sheila foigo 
notice whether it was sweet or not She had been greedy 
now she simply poured things mto herself from habit. She 
got to go and see the porter tonight; nothing else mattere 
day but that. Again, even after a week of pinching and • 
she had got to fob him off with half of what he asked and 
he would say that he was not a charity organization and 
much longer did she think this could go on 9 How much h 
indeed 9 What end could there ever be to it until she aban 
the unequal struggle and allowed him to tell Kathleen 9 X 
his point of view there was no reason why he should ever 
blackmailing her, and from hers, no reason why she could 
stop paying him. Before her stretched years of poverty 
humiliation, with herself moving pathetically through the 
girl who would never be happy again, a figure to bring te~ 
the eyes 

The youths from the electric light bulb factory had >. 
last of ‘The Lady m Red’ The 'music box was dark and 
cifully silent for a moment until one of them put m a penn 
pressed another button It leapt mto glaring, blaring life 
a scooping wail that made Sheila look quickly across at 
then down at the counter to hide the tears that it had sh 
to the front of her eyes 

It was the last straw This was the tune that they had 
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playing over and over again lhat day when she had told Dinah 
and Paddy about David 

My momma done told me, 

When I was in knee pants 

It had been identified in het mind ever since with that feeling 
of apprehensive exhilaration that was the beginning of love 

A woman’s a thing, that leaves you to sing 
The bloo oocs in the night 

The merciless drone beat on her cars and brought all her 
misery throbbing into her head Not only the porter and her 
present trouble, but all her memories ofDavid-the tune ground 
them out with an insistence that seemed bent on reminding her 
of what she had lost 

A woman’s a /» o time thing 

He used to sing it She could have got up and left, but 
instead she had to sit on, while the machine plugged misery 
into her 

‘Anything the matter?’ asked Dinah, when she could no 
longer ignore the gulpings and sniffs and gropings for a hand- 
kerchief that were going on on her left ‘Tell a girl - unless 
you’d rather not, of course ’ 

‘Oh, Di It didn’t need much now to make Sheila release 
the whole story Once started, she began to wonder why she 
had never told Dinah before She was an easy person to un- 
burden your soul to She didn’t interrupt, and when she did 
say anything, it was always the right thing She understood 
The machine went on playing Lou went on darting across m 
front of them with trays of food and back again to ring up 
change, the girls from the rope factory scraped back their chairs 
and clattered out to the accompaniment of mechanical tooth- 
sucking from the group by the gramophone, but no one paid 
any attention to Sheila and Dinah, sitting engrossed at the 
counter 

When Sheila got to the part about the night porter Dinah 
stopped her ‘Here, half a minute,’ she said, with her eyes 
starting from her head ‘That’s blackmail ’ , 

‘I know,’ said Sheila impressively ‘I’m being blackmailed 
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I don’t know how much longer I can go on, Di. I can’t possi 
afford it.’ 

‘Don’t then Let him tell your people. They can’t kill yoi 
‘But I couldn't . You don’t know what they’re like. The 
not like ordinary people m that way. They’d never get over 
‘They’d cut you off with a shilling, then, so what? Seem 
me they wouldn’t be much loss to you.’ 

‘But don’t you see 9 Once, when I still had David, I woul< 
have minded so much their knowing. It would have been te 
of course, even then, but at least I’d have been sort of - 
of proud of being unpopular. But now, they’d probably cn 
by making me feel ashamed. There’d be all that : “ Of co 
he’s let you down. That’s what happens to girls who che 
themselves,” and I wouldn’t have a leg to stand on. And 
not ashamed either. I’d do it again. Isn’t it awful, Di? 1 1 1 
I’d go back to him if he wanted me ’ 

‘You would hell as like,’ said Dinah decisively. ‘The m 
nothing but a pimp if you ask me. You’re well rid of him, 
went on, ignoring Sheila’s protests ‘But this other fellow, 
blackmailing swine of a porter, we’ve still got him to c 
My God, darling, you do get yourself mixed up with some 
I always said you had an unfortunate upbringing But 
him. Blackmail, eh 9 He can’t get away with that.’ 

‘But what can you do? It’s sweet of you, Dinah, 
wouldn’t dream of asking you to lend me any money ’ 
‘Who said anything about money 9 He’s not getting an 
cent out of you, my girl, and certainly not out of me N 
think of something, don’t you worry. Look, we must go 
we’re hours late already. You leave it to me. I’ll go 
trance over the slipper gears this afternoon and tlunk of . 
thing. I’ll tell Bill tonight; he’ll know what to do Com 
we’ve got to run.’ 

Following Dinah’s bare legs aefoss the main road and p~ 
after her down the Estate road, Sheila felt happier h 
had been for weeks with the relief of having unloa 
burden Dinah had said she would fix it, and Dinah alwa 
anything she promised, from getting you half a yard 
at lunch-time to finding a man who would sell you a * 
set without swindling you. Her confidence began to 
Sheila, who was surprised to hear herself cheeking the grnu 
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clock-kccper as they skidded into the clockhouse ten minutes 
late, nearly tore the handle off the clock, and galloped out again 
past the Ministry of Labours poster which everyone was 
always m too much of a hurry to read 

Time to go? Well, don’t rush out, 

It’s not worth getting knoc! ed about 
Jams like this just cause delay, 

Slioung simply doesn’t pay 

* One thing is quite certain,’ said Dinah at six o’clock * You’re 
not going back to those rooms tonight ’ Sheila had confessed 
m the milk bar to the shaming gloom of Thatcher Street 
‘Sooner you give them up the better, by the sound of it ’ 

‘But I’ve nov here else to go' I can’t go back to Kathleen, 
I told you 1 ’ 

‘You’re coming back to my place tonight at any rate Buck 
up and get your coat on and stop standing there like a half-wit 
I want to get home some time before midnight ’ 

Dinah and Bill’s flat was small and hot and crowded with 
furniture and things that Bill had picked up cheap He was 
always coming home with bargains an electric keltic that didn’t 
fit their voltage, a rug that didn’t match the carpet, a book with 
twenty pages missing from the middle, a cracked casserole that 
leaked if you put it into the oven Dinah accepted all these gifts 
with suitable enthusiasm, found a corner for them and didn’t 
let them trouble her Tonight he had brought home a patent 
fire-lighter, winch she swore was just the tlung 

‘I’ll find someone to make it work tomorrow,’ she said - 
‘But it worked in the shop ’ His nice, pug-jawed face was 
crestfallen 

‘I know, there’s not a thing wrong with it It only wants 
adjusting ’ Dinah forgot all about Sunday’s dinner and opened 
the salmon for supper Afterwards, Bill got out half a bottle 
of wlusky and the three of them went into a conference about 
the night porter Sheila didn’t nund Bill knowing, he was only 
like another bit of Dinah Why couldn’t she and David have 
been like this 9 Seeing Dinah and Bill together made their whole 
relationship, even at its happiest, look like a makeshift She 
had thought she was having the best, but it seemed now that 
she had been nowhere near it There was a lot more to love 
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than vvliat she had had. Perhaps she hadn’t real!} been in lose 
at all. If noU then she still had something to look forward to. 
Sitting round the table with Dmah and Bill and listening t 
them talk, Sheila began to take heart for the future. 

At half-past nine they went out, leaving Sheila alone in tb 
flat She sat for a while in the aim-chair reading the paper an 
f ee l m g very much at home and then got up and wandcrc 
through the three little rooms, trying to find out why it didn 
matter that they were cheap and shabby Presently, as th> 
didn't come back, she put on one of Dinah's nightdres 
and made herself up a bed on the sofa as Dinah had told h 
It sagged comfortably and the arm rest was low enough not 
give you a crick m the neck. It was too short to he stretched c 
so she curled up and put a chair alongside for her knees Not 
anything would she have been back m the great carved bed * 
humped in the middle like the back of an elephant. Theic 
no cistern above Dinah and Bill’s flat and no smell of 
stock pots and washing-up water to come up the stairs 
any Greek's kitchen and seep under your door. 

She woke when they came back and they sat down on t 
her, giggling. Bill was so pleased with himself that he h< 
knew what to do He kept going off into shouts of rcmim 
laughter and looking at his hands, punching the fist of on 
the palm of the other and admiring them 

Sheila was horrified at fiist when she understood wha 
had done She sat bolt upright, forgetting that the top of D 
nightdress was almost non-existent. 

* But you’ll be had up/ she said ‘ He’ll tell the police. Y 
be arrested for that Oh, Bill, I wish you hadn’t I ou w 
have told you, Dinah 

‘Don’t be crazy/ said Dinah ‘He won’t tell He * 
know who we are, and even if he did, he wouldn’t tell, 
he’d be giving himself away ’ 

‘He’s m no state to tell anybody anything/ said Bil 

off into another fit of laughter. ‘He couldn’t take it, 

DiW 

He couldn’t take it, he couldn’t take it ! ’ She bour 
u y on Sheila’s legs ‘Oh,* it was heaven, I wouN 
misse , ^ or anything His face. Bill, when he 
weren t joking Oh, he’s yellow as a pig It was heav < 
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‘But supposing he tells Kathleen ? ’ said Sheila ‘What’s to 
stop him telling her now that he knows I’m not going to give 
him any more money? ’ 

‘What’s to stop him?’ said Dinah and Bill together, and 
laughed at each other Bill made boxing passes with his clenched 
fists ‘Didn’t I tell you he couldn’t take it?’ 

After they had gone to bed, Sheila lay on the sofa in the dark, 
getting used to the idea that she had nothing to worry about It 
would be quite odd to wake in the morning and not have that 
heaviness coming right m on top of your dreams The door 
opened and Dinah whispered ‘Are you asleep, Sheila?’ 

‘ No ’ Sheila sat up and the white figure came up to the sofa 

‘Look,’ said Dinah, ‘I couldn’t go to sleep without making 
sure you were going to do what you promised You’ll turn m 
those rooms tomorrow, won’t you?’ 

‘I’ve told you, I’ve nowhere else to go ’ 

‘And I’ve told you till I’m blue in the face, you’re staying here 
till you find somewhere decent I know my aunt’ll have you as 
soon as she gets that Civil Servant out of her front room 
Anyway, all that’s settled What I really wanted to say is you 
know what you said, that you weren’t going home for the 
holiday?’ 

‘I’m not,’ said Sheila ‘I couldn’t ’ 

‘You could and you are If you don’t, Bill’s going straight 
back to that yellow hound and tell him it’s all right for him to 
spill the beans to Kathleen ’ 

‘But I -’ She suddenly couldn’t think of any reason why 
she should not go home She remembered her mother and 
father standing by the french windows m the dusk of the loggia, 
turning their unseen, hurt faces towards her 

‘Promise?’ 

‘Well, all nght I might ’ 

‘Good enough’ Dinah got up from the edge of the sofa 
Sheila stopped her as she was half-way to the door 

‘I say, Di, thanks awfully for helping me I’m afraid I’ve been 
an awful nuisance ’ Dinah brushed this off with an exclamation 
of disgust 

‘I must have been awfully silly ’ 

‘Think nothing of it,’ said the white shape ‘It’s done you a 
lot of good You’ve grown up at last, don’t you realize that?’ 
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‘Yes, I suppose I have.’ 

Dinali was now no moie tlian a gliminei in the *i 
‘My God, it was about time,’ she said and vanished. 


CHAPTER 13 

Months ago, loolang forward to Ins week’s h< 
September, Edward and Connie had planned to go to 
at Wells There was nothing much to do there and C< 
Edna did not get on very well, but it made a change, 
when the time came, Mr Bell could not spare Connie 
office, so Edward went alone 
He would have loved to spend the week at home 
rabbits, for there was a lot of woik to be done, tie T 
managed to buy a strip of ‘the Ponds’, the waste 1 
bottom of the garden, to accommodate his growm 
this week would have been a fine opportunity to take 
garden fence and put the wire round his new prop" 
some more hutches built. He had some articles to 
The editor of Backyai d Bi ceding had not only print 
ones written at Allan Colley’s suggestion, but h 
asked for more It seemed that Edward had struc 
note of chatty information for the amateur fancier 
he had been contributing quite regularly to the m 
some time, he had not yet got over the dizzy won/ 4 
his name m print. It was not his own name , he had t 
de plume, in accordance with the policy of the pa 
bering the name which he had worn as the hero of 
fancies, he called himself ‘Cheviot Freemantle’. 

The name leaped out at him from the printed 
seemed it must do to everyone within range. On I 
went about all day with Backyat d Bleeding folded 
aiticle, leading it ostentatiously m buses and 
someone should look over his shoulder and say, 
interesting Wonder who Cheviot Freemantle is ’ 

But neither Connie nor Edna could be expected 
excuse that he could not leave his rabbits It was nc 
hazarding it, so to Wells he went Ruth Lipmann, 
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m the stud grew with its growing prosperity, had undertaken to 
look after the rabbits When he got home, Edward was going 
to give her a young quality buck to repay her for her trouble 
Wells was no duller or less dull than it had ever been, but 
after two days he was already wondering how he was going to 
last out the rest of the week His sister Edna was an animated 
widow who kept a small teashop m a house backing on to the 
Cathedral green The rooms above, where she lived with her 
schoolgirl daughter, and her friend, Miss Pudney, who helped 
to run the shop, were as bright as herself She was always going 
over them with dusters and chamois leathers whenever she had 
a spare minute Edward could not remember ever having seen 
her sit down except to meals, and even then she was jumping 
up the whole time to tweak a curtain or pull a dead flower out 
of a vase, or to rush dishes out to soak in the sink the moment 
they were empty 

Edward always had indigestion when he stayed at Edna’s, 
because almost before you had swallowed your last mouthful, 
she had cleared the plates and was at the table with a pad and 
a tin of polish There was no chance to sit and sip a cup of 
tea and let your juices work m peace 

All the furniture was so highly polished that things had to 
stand on little mats to prevent them sliding off, and if you 
hurried from one room to another, the rugs shot from 
under your feet and landed you on the base of your spine, 

Edna and Miss Pudney were busy in the kitchen and the shop 
most of the day, Edward’s niece, Rosamund, who was studying 
for a scholarship was usually either at school or doing home- 
work, so Edward was left to occupy himself 

He liked the town, but once you had revisited the Palace and 
the Cathedral and the Close and had marvelled at the quality 
of the turf on the green and had sat there for a while to savour 
the atmosphere of arrested tranquillity, there was not much else 
to do A girls’ school was evacuated now to the Palace and 
when you walked round the gardens, you came upon little 
groups of them studying m niches in the walls Edward thought 
he heard some of them laughing at him after he had passed, 
so he didn’t go into the gardens again 

He went for walks on the little hills towards Bath, but on the 
third day of his visit, it began to ram and went on raining He 
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took a bus to Weston-super-Mare and walked out to t 
of tlie pier in a drizzle. Guns were firing far out to sea 
leant on the lailmg with nothing between him and Amcri 
fancied himself the Captain of a Destroyer escorting a o 
with the wet, salt wind beating on his face 

After a time, he got tired of feeling nautical and we 
along the pier to look for tea. All the tcashops secme 
shut or full. After queuing for a quarter of an lioui for 
he shared a table with a woman whose idea of a suita 
o’clock meal was brown Windsor soup followed by pm 
custard. By the time Edward’s tea and buns ai rived, 
only ten minutes left to catch his bus, so he had to b 
under the censorious gaze of the woman, who had finis 
prunes and was removing bits of skin from behind 1 
with her tongue. 

That mght, when Edna had finished with the table, 
got out his notebook and tackled lus article on ‘Ho 
damp out of home-made hutches.’ 

Rosamund sat opposite him doing her math* < 
rounded by text-books of which a mere glimpse made 
head reel. If she was like that at fourteen, what won 
like by the time she grew up? She was a nice child, . 
responsive to avuncular jocularity. However, Ed 
severed with his httle jokes, like calling her ‘The Bi 
and say: ‘Good mormng How are the fractions! 
vulgar, I hope.’ 

Rosamund’s sums seemed to be coming out. Eac 
ruled the neat double lines for the answer, she woul 
throat complacently before passing with confidence 
Occasionally, she asked politely' ‘How are you 
Uncle Ted?’ and he would say: ‘Fine, thank you,’ 
article would not get on at all It would not even 
He was fretting for his rabbits He kept thinking of 
which he had left out of Ruth Lipmann’s long list of i 
He kept thinking of his forty square yards of lan* 
with its little mounds of rubbish among the tusso* 
was such a waste of time to be here when there 
to be done If he could have worked on it all . 
might have got the place straight and some of the 1 
ferred before the end of the holiday By the time 
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the evenings would be drawing in, it would take him a long 
time to get it finished now' He was anxious too about that last 
litter of Butterfiy's that he had left with symptoms of the 
Snuffles If only he could be sure that Ruth was keeping them 
scrupulously isolated Supposing she were mixing up the feeding 
bowls It might be running through the whole stud by the time 
he got home 

Miss Pudney came up from the kitchen where she and Edna 
were baking and inquired what he was so studious about, if she 
might ask When told, she went into raptures over his clever- 
ness and Edward had to put down his pen and wait until she 
had finished She was an eager woman with mild brown eyes 
and bobbed hair looped across her forehead and secured by a 
schoolgirl’s slide She had always been interested m the Press, 
because her uncle had been a printer on a London newspaper 
He had once tal cn her to see the presses - ‘Oh, donkey’s years 
ago, when I was only a kiddie,’ and ever since then she had 
been fascinated by journalism Had Edward read the new series 
m one of the Sunday papers dealing with the Life after Death’ 
She herself thought it very fine, but would be gratified to have 
his opinion, as an expert 

Edward shut his notebook, screwed the top on his fountain- 
pen and was polite to her Presently Edna came up m her 
flowered cooking apron and began to plump up cushions and 
cover the birdcage and generally prepare the room for the night 
They all had their Horheks and a little conversation about the 
shortage of eggs and cooking fat, and then they went to bed 
and Miss Pudney played her nightly game of Peep-Bo, by which 
she contrived to get to the bathroom to brush her teeth without 
being seen by Edward in her dressing-gown 

In bed, Edward tried once more to get his article going, but 
it was hopeless He had even lost track of a humorous phrase 
he had just coined when Miss Pudney came up from the kitchen 
Rather neat, it had been - a parody of the Ministry of Health’s 
poster ‘Coughs and sneezes spread diseases’ What was it’ 
‘Diaughts and moisture -’ He had thought of a rhyme, but 
now he could only think of ‘posture’ Jt couldn’t be that 
‘Draughts and moisture -’ Now it had gone, dispelled by the 
ensuing conversation The atmosphere here was not conducive 
to logical thought and he was too restless to concentrate, 

277 



irritated by the passing of the precious days, with not 
show for them. What should he do tomonow? Take 
perhaps, if his brogues were dry, go to the cinema, loc 
windows of the curio shops, have tea downstairs in 
with Miss Pudney in her cretonne overall waiting o 
if he were the guest of honour? Whatever he did w 
be to pass the day - wicked when one’s free tiirr 
precious. 

By the next morning’s post came a bulletin from * 
mann, which aggravated his homesickness but gav^ 
idea He went down to the teasliop where Edna, with 
tied in a scarf, was dusting the wheel-back chairs, 
each spoke separately, and turning them up to wipe 
feet. 

An important breeder was coming down from ’ 
Edward told her, to look at his stud. He would have t 
by the noon train. He pretended to think it a great 
and he could see that Edna was annoyed. She kept i 
jerks of her head as she went on dusting, moving fro 
table so that Edward had to follow her round the _ * 
Almost the only thing Edna and Connie had in co- 
that they thought nothing of rabbits. Edna could n> 
anything connected with rabbits could be import 
to take Edward away before the supper party she h 
for the last day of his visit It was not going to < 
much, only Mr and Mrs Tyler from the hotel oppo 
Bede from the bank with his daughter, and cold s 
and one of Miss Pudney’s celebrated apple flans, bi 
now to assume tremendous proportions in her 
have been a full-dress reception with Gunter’s 
passed on to the dresser and began to rub up the d 
candle-sticks, moving her lips, but at last Edward 
make it all right by explaimng that there was q< 
money involved m the deal, an excuse which 'I • 
her husband’s death had had a brave and bitter & 
poverty, understood 

She stopped polishing and turnmg to Edward 
all right then, if you must you must, but I shall 
lose you. It’s been so mce ’ She was really very 
when she stopped to think about it. 
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Edward felt guilty at first m the tram going home, but pre- 
sently he began to plan what he was going to do m the remaining 
three days 

When he got home, Connie was in the living-room, entertain- 
ing, of all people, E Dexter Bell’s sister Miss Bell was sitting 
upright but at ease in the most comfortable chair She never 
lolled or crossed her legs or leaned against furniture or stood 
with her weight on one foot If she wanted to relax, she simply 
maintained her alert posture and authorized her muscles and 
nerves to relax, without moving her limbs 

‘Whatever are you doing home, Ted 7 ’ cried Connie ‘I thought 
you weren’t coming back till Sunday ’ She was obviously not 
pleased to see him, but could not show it too bluntly, m view 
of the company, which affected even her accent and the pitch of 
her voice Ordinarily, she would at least have raised her voice 
at him, and her reproachful ‘I wish you’d have let me know •’ 
would have been ‘You might at least have let me know But I 
suppose that’s too much to expect Heaven knows I’m used to 
your being inconsiderate ’ 

‘I thought you knew I was coming back today,’ lied Edward 
blithely, taking advantage of his reprieve ‘Didn’t you get my 
letter 7 ’ 

Connie shook her head ‘The posts these days arc a disgrace,’ 
said Miss Bell 

‘Oh, do excuse me, Miss Bell,’ said Connie, recovering her- 
self from the shock of seeing Edward when she thought she was 
rid of him for another three days ‘I was so surprised to sec my 
husband, I never - This is Miss Bell, Ted, Mr Bell’s sister, 
you know ’ Edward shook hands 

‘Oh, Miss Bell and I arc old friends,’ he said, so pleased to 
be home that he almost believed it 

‘Yes, indeed,’ said Miss Bell ‘And how arc the rabbits, Mr 
Led ward?’ 

‘They’re fine, thank you - at least as far as I know I m just 
going out to see how they \c got on while J’\c been aw ly If 
you 11 excuse me -’ He moecd towards the door ‘I’ll see you 
again You’re staying to supper, of course 7 ’ 

Miss Bel! shook her head with a smile that spoke of better 
plans 

‘Miss Bell and I arc going to the concert at the To \n I Jail,* 
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said Connie ‘Dorothy Will get you something to eat 
comes in ’ 

‘Oh, well, I hope you enjoy youiselves,’ said Edv 
hurried out to the garden, taking off his jacket as 
through the hall. There were still a good two hours’ ’ 
So it was concerts now, was it? The old gill was co » 
her ideas Fancy her chumming up with old Bell’s sis 
taste Himself, he wouldn’t spend half an hour in th 
company from choice. She always made him feel as ll 
shaved 

He stayed out in the garden long after it was too 
what he was doing, and coming into the kitchen, 
hungry, caught Dorothy helping herself to Cc 
ration and gave her the fright of her life 

On the Monday morning. Canning Kyles, whi> 
given over for a week to stock-taking, chugged h 
again and the machines hummed as if they had 
silent In the Inspection Shop, nobody felt like g > 
work at first They stood about telling each other 
done, or sat yawning, trying to work up enough en 
started and thinking that they had forgotten how 
disliked the place. You went on holiday and within 
you could haidly believe you had ever been do 
else but what suited you After a day or two, you c 
even visualize the Shop, or the faces of your woi • 
you came back, expecting it all to seem a little 
people would look different, or be saying different 
found that the place and everyone in it was 
deademngly the same, and when you forced yo 1 
work, your fingers moved of their own accord and 
short time you could not believe that you had e\ 
thing but sit at a factory bench m a grey overall v 
of oily metal m your nostrils and creeping into y 
had had a holiday - oh, ages ago - but it was 
dream. This was reality. By lunch-time the holida 
have been. 

Edward, standing at the top of the bench and 1 
his girls, tried to imagine what their holidays had 
had somehow expected there to be a subtle diff 
looks or behaviour, but there they all were, pei 
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round the bench as if they had never left it, giving no clue of 
what they had been up to It had always fascinated him, the 
idea of .them turning up here day after day, no matter what had 
happened the night before Of the private lues of any of them, 
c\ccpt Wcnd>, he knew scarcely anything He only knew that 
from six at night until seven-thirty in the morning each was an 
individual, at whose activities he could only guess, but from 
seven-thirty until six, each turned herself into a cog, subjugating 
her hopes and troubles and passions to the machine that drove 
them while they drove it 

He often stood watching them from the end of the bench and 
tned to imagine what they were like at home He fancied all 
sorts of things about them He supposed he was what you 
would call a fanciful man - always had been, from a boy He 
was very fond of his girls, even quite fond of Ivy, who disliked 
him undisguisedly His responsibility for them made them 
somehow his They were his collection, brought together from 
ever)' possible environment to converge within the limits of his 
supervision His Fancy, he sometimes called them to himself 
They were his Fancy, as important to him in their way as his 
rabbits 

His eyes travelled round the bench Grace, treating her valves 
with maternal solicitude Kitty, next to her, back at work at 
last and looking, if anything, younger than before she had the 
baby She was normally plump and her figure had still not yet 
returned to normal The skin of her face was healthy and tight 
almost to bursting point She was bursting out of her overall, 
too, as Edward saw when she raised her arms to hold a flame trap 
to the light Len had been home on week-end leave for the last 
part of her holiday He was very proud of his son and would 
play with him shyly for as long as Mrs Ferguson allowed She 
did not believe m picking babies up too much ‘Let him lay’ 
was a remark which sprang automatically to her lips whenever 
anyone approached the cot 

She had looked after the baby entirely so that Kitty and Len 
would be out together all day, and had taken him into her own 
room at night Kitty thought it was wonderful to be able to com- 
bine being married with living at home Since the baby’s birth, 
she had relied more and more on her mother She couldn’t 
think what she would have done without her encyclopedic 
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store of infant knowledge There was so much to a baby; no 
wonder the mothers at the factory wcie always asking each 
other how they managed Well, they should live at home, like 
she did. It leally worked veiy well and Lent seemed quite happy. 
He had eaten enormously of her mother's cooking; Kitty on 
her own could never have fed him like that when he came on 
leave Chips and Welsh Rarebit wete her only dishes which 
always succeeded. She would have to learn a lot from hci 
mother before the end of the war. 

Edward saw her smile to hex self as she remcmbcied how Lei 
had tucked into the steak pudding they had had Sunday nigh 
His leave had really been a great success 
Len had gone back to Wiltshire and Air Force cookin 
wondering if he were really married He had a son and a wif 
certainly, their photographs were waiting for him abo\e b 
bunk when he got back to the hut, but although they wc 
inscribed ‘ Yoin loving wife, Kitty’, and ‘ Yout little son, Victo< 
he had an uncomfortable feeling that they were not his at ah 
Next to Kitty was Sheila, a little browner, Edward thoug 
but you could never tell with the make-up girls used. Wh 
had she been? He imagined her going away with her yo 
man ; she was not the sort to spend the holiday quietly at ho 
with her parents. 

Then Madeleine, wearing outside her overall the ma 
cardigan that signified autumn - who knew what she had 1 
through? Edward always wanted to say sometlnng to her 
show that he understood and sympathized. He had pi 
countless little speeches, but never got them said 
Next to her, where Paddy used to sit, was Rachel, lr 
voiced and full-bosomed, handling gear-wheels fastidious . 
fear of breaking her scarlet nails, ready to tremble her 
lower lip and flood her eyes with tears at the fiist bi< 
criticism Edward allowed his mind to linger on the possibt 
of her holiday You dirty old man, he told himself, and p 
across to Freda Now what on earth did a girl like that 
her spare time 9 Perhaps she had helped with the halves 
could imagine hen driving a tractor m a man’s shn 
^cches, like those pictures of Landgirls you saw m the p 
y r p r ^f a ’ W ^° ^ad s P en t most of her week m lecture halls 
a er Cmema, or arguing with her friend who had rc 
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taken up Federal Union, banged away at a crooked bracket, 
glad on the whole to be back at work 

Dinah Ah, Dmah - you couldn’t even guess what was hap- 
pening to her life because she always looked happy Perhaps she 
always was happy, but that did not give Edward much scope 
for his fancies Reenie, next to her - would that girl never learn 
how to use a pair of pliers 9 She must have some sort of an 
existence , even tadpoles did, after all, but for the life of him 
he could not think what it was 

If he once started to thmk about Ivy, he could go on for 
ever There was no telling what a girl like that might not get 
up to He would not be surprised to hear she had committed 
murder one night and turned up next morning just the same 
She always looked shifty , he didn’t trust her a yard The men in 
the factory had a name for girls like Ivy 

Wendy was back at last She had only said ‘good morning’ to 
him so far and asked politely after his holiday, but although 
she had not yet mentioned her father, Edward was going to ask 
after him in a moment It would not be tactless, because Wendy 
could not be back to work unless he were better It was nice 
to have her sitting there again, sorting the rockers into a pattern 
on the bench and polishing up the camshaft as diligently as 
Edna with her brasses Although she never brought out a comb 
and mirror as the other girls did, her hair always looked smooth 
and neat, tucked behind her clean little ears into the slide on 
the nape of her neck and lying all m one piece on her back, 
like a pony’s tail Everyone had clean overalls today, but 
Wendy’s was always clean and crisp, even on a Saturday He 
noticed for the first time today how she had altered it with 
buttons and tucks and pleats until it was no longer just an 
industrial covering but something that fitted becomingly her 
tiny figure Clever little thing, he thought admiringly It was a 
Shame to see her small-boned hands, which were so deft at 
all the feminine things, getting bruised and stained by the un- 
congenial metal His own fingers itched to help hers when he 
saw them working so conscientiously but so inexpertly She had 
never really mastered her job , it was no sort of work for a girl 
like Wendy 

‘For the Lord’s sake, Ted,’ said Jack Darnels, the other 
charge hand, coming up behind him ‘Are you deaf, or drunk or 
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what? I’ve been yelling at you for the last five minute 
Charlie’s been whistling on his fingers, but all you do is 
there with your mouth open and your belly stuck out.’ 

‘Sorry, Jack,’ said Edward. ‘I was thinking. About th 
salvage scheme, you know. What d’you want?’ 

‘Thinking my foot. D’you realize you’ve passed an 
through, a crash job, without having any of the stuff 
for distortion? The A.I D. have j*ust found a vane rm 
buckled like an old bicycle wheel and there’s hell to pay 
Edward clapped a hand to his forehead ‘Oh, my G 
was the one we did last thing before the holiday. I was i 
have it done when we came back and it went clean o 
head.’ 

‘You’ve properly boxed it tins time, old man Better 
there and think up an excuse. And look here, snap o 1 
for Christ’s sake. We’ve got enough trouble to catch u 
target without you piddling around like somebody’s 
mother.’ 

Edward went sulkily over to where the diabolical Mr 
ford was calling people to come and see how the v 
oscillated when he spun it. It made him furious to fall * 
the job, because secretly he thought he was rather a goo 
hand 

Wendy’s father was dead. She had found him ahead 
and blue when she went in to wash him one morning 
never seen a dead person and was surprised to find * q 
not afraid at all. She felt sad for him, dying all alon 
shocked. Indeed, he was far less repugnant to her - 
been when he was alive As she had the bowl of watei 
she washed his face and hands and combed back his 
hair, buttoned the neck of his pyjamas, turned the p 
straightened the sheets before going down to tell her 
They had both cried for him gently, and neither of + 
days that followed had ever said by word or look 
was to be alone It was difficult at first to realize tha< 
alone His presence had dominated the house t 
desert it all at once, and Mrs Holt wandered aboi 
^ay, unable to indulge her own inclinations now 
ast had the chance They were both so used to re^ 
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meal-times according to his stomach that they were now in- 
capable of regulating them according to their own, so they 
kept to his time-table Mrs Holt went on cooking from habit 
the food he had liked, and the first time they had their bacon 
fried Instead of boiled it seemed quite disloyal 

They still talked quietly and shut doors softly and did not 
bang the lid of the dustbin Once, when some boys shouted m 
the street, Wendy caught herself looking upward quickly, lis- 
tening for the thump of the stick, with which, since his stroke had 
robbed lum of speech, he had registered disapproval 
But although his spirit kept its eye on them for a long time, 
loth to leave them to their own devices, it gradually withdrew 
and they began imperceptibly to realize and enjoy their freedom 
A great weight had been lifted from the little house It even 
looked different from the outside, Wendy thought, less cowering 
into the earth She cleaned the windows and whitened the step, 
and, hoping her mother would not mind, took down the thick 
lace curtains which had kept out the light and his fear of people 
looking m from the street He had never allowed flowers into 
the house, saying that they were unhealthy, but after a time she 
began to bring back little bunches and arrange them in jam 
jars, since they had never had any vases 

‘Oh, how pretty 1 ’ her mother had exclaimed, seeing pansies 
and wallflowers on the table, and then looked guilty for a 
moment before she remembered that she need not 
Wendy asked Edward where she could buy a window-box and 
he made her one himself and went with her to the market to 
buy geranium plants One Sunday when Connie and Dorothy 
had taken the baby over to Schoolbred Buildings for the after- 
noon, Wendy and Mrs Holt went to see his rabbits They were 
in ecstasies over them and Wendy displayed a real aptitude, 
Edward thought, for the fundamental points of breeding, which 
he explained as they went round They listened to him en- 
thralled for as long as he chose to hold forth, and it 
ended by Edward giving Wendy a young doe m kindle and 
walking home with them carrying a hutch, while Wendy cradled 
the doe in her arms like a mother with her first baby They had 
no garden, but Edward saw the doe comfortably installed m the 
lean-to coal-shed before going home to Connie and Dorothy, 
who had seen an accident on the way home, and finding that 
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he did not want to hear the details, hardly spoke a woi i 
him all evemng. lie was only too pleased, as he wanted to 
an article to which the afternoon had inspired him: ‘y . 
first doe. Starting a stud from scratch.’ 

Wendy had never had a pet of her own. After her fa 1 
death, Ins little dog, Lassie, after waiting to see who was g 
to give her her food, had attached herself to Wendy, bu* 
was not her pet. Wendy had never liked the pop-eyed httl 
with its spindling legs and sycophantic rat’s tail. She di 
melt towards her with pride and adoration as she did 
time she looked at her beloved doe. 

It was quite different coming home these days. Even the 
looked less shabby as she turned mto it, hurrying to get 
as she never had before. Then the house, with its green wi 
boxes and a jar of pinks between the blue curtains 
sitting-room window, then opening the door and * 
cheerfully to her mother, who had lost the power of cal’ 
long ago, but would hurry into the hall and talk to h 
instead of first drawing her into the kitchen and shu i 
door; finally hurrying to the coal-shed, with her heart 
mouth in case the babies had already arrived Edward . 
that a first litter was often early. Any day now she mig* 
come and find the hay moving, as he had described 
wonderful. 

It stopped being wonderful when Mr Holt’s sister c 
from Newton Abbot to say she was going to turn th • 
the house It was her house, but they had lived in it f 
years without an mklmg of this possibility But their 1 
up at the end of this year, and now that her brother w 
Mrs Colquhoun did not see why she should renew i 
relict and daughter, whom she had never thought goo 
for him Indeed, it was an excellent opportunity of 0 
own back on them after all these years, for she ha< 
maintained that if her brother was queer, it was they 
driven him so 

She was very busmess-like with them. She came in a < 
and skirt and a fox fur, drank a cup of tea and ate 
the biscuits, and told them that they had three mon f 
to find somewhere else to live. 

She might as well have said three years It was no 
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finding somewhere, although that would be hard enough, but 
finding somewhere with a rent as small as they had always paid 
for this house They had been hard up when Mr Holt was alive, 
but at his death his pension from lus old firm had ceased They 
now had only Wendy's earnings at Canning Kyles, which fluc- 
tuated according to output, and Mrs Holt’s Old Age Pension 
Hie mere expense of moving was unthinkable, and even if 
they found a cheap flat, there would be the furniture to store 
They w'ould never manage 

Mrs Holt began to deny herself her mid-morning cup of tea 
and other things which she loved, saving pennies pathetically m 
a red tin pillar-box on the mantelpiece When Wendy began to 
suspect that she sometimes went without her lunch, she pre- 
tended that there was no need to worry They w'ould manage 
splendidly, she was on the track of a dear little house out Collis 
Common way, well within their means She even emptied the 
tin pillar-box as a gesture and took her mother to the cinema 
on what was inside She was not on the track of a house, Collis 
Common or any other way, but she had nearly three more 
months to search, so her mother could be spared for at least 
that long the dragging worry which now accompanied Wendy 
everywhere, and even clouded the joy of her doe’s long-awaited 
litter . And if she went without her lunch, that was quite a 
different thing She had never been a big eater 

She did not tell Edw'ard that anything was wrong and he did 
not suspect anything She was always quiet and thin, and when 
she became a little quieter and a little thinner, it was not very 
noticeable In any case, he had a w’orry of his own It was not 
financial he was better off at the moment than he had ever 
been Not only had a year as cliargc-hand brought lum a rise, 
but his rabbits, which he now felt entitled to advertise as ‘The 
Ledward Strain’ were fetching increasingly good prices both 
for sale and at stud 

‘Making quite a name for yourself m the Fancy, you aie,’ 
Allan Colley had remarked at a show where a vast grandson of 
Freda’s had caused quite a sensation, and Edward had realized, 
to lus surprise, that this might be so His ascension in the rabbit 
world had been so gradual that he had not noticed when he 
ceased to be a novice and became proficient, when he ceased to 
he merely proficient and became an expert 
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Although Edward did not think of himself in the same br 
as Allan Colley, Cheviot Freemantle was an established fea 
of Baclcyaid Breeding, as popular m his way as Giganta. Pe> 
would have written to the editor if his articles had cease* 
appear. They liked his piacticality and the way Ins informa 
however instructive, was always flavoured with homely 
Husbands bored their wives reading the funny bits c 
Cheviot Freemantle to them after supper. The fee for the ai 
was not staggering, but it was a nice regular little cheque 
It was not money that was on Edward’s mind, it w 
Collis Park Rabbit Club. Although outwardly prosper! 
was as far, even farther than ever, from being the mf* 
congenial fellowship of his plans. Dissatisfaction was ■ 
insidiously among its members. Edward was getting 
letters, resignations were more frequent than applicatic 
membership, people like Mr Marchmont not only ch 
sick thoughts, but gave voice to them, and Edward b~ 
notice mutterings m comers at shows and Club meetin 
Bell was unperturbed. He was planning to throw the Clu 
soon to professionals and was not concerned with the a 
the small fry. If they wanted to resign, let ’em. He 
bigger game Dick Bennett, too, refused to see anything 
and at first Edward tried not to let it worry him either, l 
the Grand Summer Show on Collis Common m Septe 
knew that he was justified in worrying. 

He had reported the Show m Backyard Breeding 
round success with old man Sol for once not failing 
gratifymgly high standard obtaining m both Fur an 
class Spectators and exhibitors alike went home with 
faction of a day spent under the optimum conditions 
and good fellowship,’ forbearing to mention the all t<~ 
able discontent among the members at the number 
carried off by outside exhibitors 

Mr Marchmont had tackled Edward inside the h 
tary’s tent where he sat checking the list of results 
judging was over 

‘Look here, Ledward,’ Mr Marchmont had said 
himself m the entrance so that the stuffy little t~ 
became suffocating, ‘it’s not good enough That’s 
say it’s not good enough ’ 
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‘I’m afraid I don t quite understand,’ said Edward, who 
understood only too well ‘Is anything wrong?’ 

‘Everything’s wrong,’ replied Mr Marchmont, his naturally 
red complexion deepening to an interesting shade of magenta 
round the nose ‘Everything’s wiong, with this Club and every- 
thing about it In plain English, Ledward, I don’t like the way 
it’s run We re supposed to be an amateur organization - cor- 
rect me if I’m wrong - but whenever we have a show, you Jet 
in every Tom, Dick and Harry of an outsider and professional, 
and what's the result 9 The bona fide members, the people who 
after all the Show’s supposed to be for , are cut right out, they 
simply don’t get a chance Frankly, Ledward, it’s not good 
enough ’ 

‘Oh, yes, of course,’ said Edward tactlessly, ‘I wanted to tell 
you how <mrry I was your Havana didn’t get more than a third, 

I personally thought there was no comparison between her 
and the winning doc I can’t agree with the judge’s decision over 
that ’ 

‘I wasn’t speaking about myself,’ said Mr Marchmont hastily 
‘I was speaking for my fellow Club members I don’t mind 
telling you there’s a great many besides me - Mrs Ledbetter for 
one, and Mr Simkiss, and Miss Newberry - oh, I could name 
you a dozen more who are not satisfied with the way things are 
run There’s a certain clement - mind you I’m naming no names, 
Ledward - I merely say that there’s a certain undesirable cle- 
ment that’s infecting the whole policy of the Club, and I thought 
I ought to tell you that unless something’s done about it, I, for 
one, shall resign ’ He paused to see whether Edward blanched, 
and added darkly ‘And I believe I shall not be alone ’ 

There was no need for him to name names Edward knew 
only too well to whom he was referring Everything that Mr 
Marchmont said had been an echo of his own thoughts, and 
yet all he could say was ‘Oh, come now, Mr Marchmont, v/e 
mustn’t be too hasty Aren’t you perhaps exaggerating just a 
little 9 I’m sure I’ve never noticed any lack of confidence among 
the Club members In any case, I’ll look into the matter, since 
you’ve raised it, and I can promise you that if I find any cause, 
etc etc you can rest assured that m the future, etc etc ’ 
He tried to mollify him, hypocritically, but Mr Marchmont 
refused to be mollified and with a final ‘I for one shall 
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resign/ made as dignified a withdrawal as was possible willi 
his figure. 

What could Edward do? Nobody moie than he desned to rid 
the Club of the ‘undesirable element’, but how could one get 
rid of an element that had wormed its way, not only into the 
Club but into his private life? Even if the Club could carry on 
without him - and could it? - who had provided the maiquees 
today, for example? - How could he make trouble with a man 
who had established himself as peisona giaia in his own house, 
who was honorary godfather to Dorothy’s baby, and who 
furthermore was his own wife’s employer? Connie would never 
forgive him. 

He had sounded hei once, asking her casually: ‘How d’you 
get on with Bell at the office, Connie?’ 

‘Very well,’ she said, surprised. ‘Everyone does, I should 
think - except you You don’t like him, I know.’ 

‘What d’you mean?’ said Edward, taken aback. He thought 
he had disguised tins. ‘ Of course I like him ’ 

‘No ’ Connie shook her head with a superior smile. ‘Don’ 
think I haven’t noticed how funny you are in your manner C 
him sometimes, even if he’s gentleman enough not to remark i 
I don’t know what he must think of you, when he’s always b^ 
so friendly I’m sure I should be ashamed to let a man see I w 
jealous of him being in a better position.’ 

‘Jealous 1 ’ said Edward ‘That’s ridiculous. Why should I 
jealous of him in Heaven’s name? I’ve told you already, 1 1 
he’s a grand chap. I’ve got nothing agamst Inm personally ; it 
just that I don’t always agree with some of his ideas in 
nexion with the Club ’ 

‘ Oh, you and that Club ! ’ said Connie disgustedly. ‘Your hf 
ruled by that silly little affair As to his share in it, fiom wha 
hear, though I must say I’m not interested, the Club couK- 
carry on without him ’ 

‘ Of course he’s done an awful lot for us - too much perha 
You see, Con, it’s only meant to be a little Club for amale 1 
and he’s trying to make it too big and take it out of the 11 
of the people for whom it was meant. Some of his ideas 
too grand ’ 

Well, that’s natural, I suppose, a man like him, with his c 
business. You could hardly expect him to think on the w” 
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level as some of the people you’ve got hold of railway workers 
and errand boys and postmen and goodness knows what all ’ 
Her tone included charge-hands m aircraft factories 
‘What really worries me,’ said Edward, suddenly deciding to 
lay his cards on the table, ‘is that I’m not certain that he’s 
keeping to the rules of the Club You see, we’re all supposed to 
make a return of our stock eligible for a share of the bran 
ration ’ She was only half listening, but he told her of the sus- 
picions winch he had already voiced to Dick He told her about 
selling half the young stock for flesh, stressing its patriotic 
significance, and how suspicious it was that E Dexter Bell chose 
to deal with his own butcher rather than the Club’s 
As she made no comment, he was emboldened to hazard the 
suggestion that he had been wanting to make for some time 
‘Look here. Con, you’ve got the opportunity You’re always m 
and out of his house since you’ve got so friendly with Miss 
Bell Couldn’t you possibly do a bit of sleuthing for me 1 ? I could 
tell you some questions to ask, and perhaps you could have a 
discreet look round the rabbits He’s put me off every time I 
suggested coming up to see his stud, but you could do it with- 
out rousing any suspicion, they know you’ve got no interest 
in the Club Be a sport. Con If you won’t do it for me, you 
might at least do it for the Government What do you say 9 ’ 

As soon as he had said it, he realized what a crashing/anx : pas 
it was She had been pressing the baby’s clothes, banging away 
on the ironing board without looking at lum as he spoke, and 
now she set down the iron with a crash on its stand and faced 
him across the board to give him the fuil force of her scorn 
She was right How could he have thought it of her? He 
must have been mad to suggest it 

‘And I warn you, Ted,’ she concluded ‘Don’t you dare go 
trying to make trouble with Mr Bell just because you’re jealous 
of him and want to get rid of lum so that you can have more 
importance in your potty little Club Not that you’d succeed - 
I never heard of anything more preposterous than accusing him 
of dishonesty - but if you go making a fool of yourself, what 
sort of a position d’you think that would put me in 9 It wouldn’t 
be very nice for me, would it, holding the position I do m his 
office, while my own husband was scheming behind his back 9 
Whatever Miss Bell would think I simply dare not imagine ’ 
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No, there was nothing he eoold do. In the matter of E. 
Dexter Bell his hands were tied. 

‘What did old Marchmont want?" asked Dick, prising him- 
self into the Secretary’s tent and, once inside, filling it as if he 
weie wearing it. ‘He went stumping past me muttering like 
old bear.’ 

Edward told him. 

‘Silly ass,’ said Dick. ‘He’s jealous because he didn’t win 
prize.’ 

‘Oh, I dare say,’ said Edward wearily. 

‘By the way, Ted, I’m glad you’ve given up that nonsense yo 
told me once about Edgar fiddling the bran ration and so o 
I must say it wasn’t like you. You must have been tired or som 
thing - needing the holiday.’ 

‘I expect so.’ But Edward had not given it up. He was mo 
suspicious than ever and nothing that Dick or Connie or an 
one could say could convince him that he was wrong. But wh 
could he do? He had just got to go on treating the man as 
friend of the family, while all the time his precious Club w 
crumbling to atoms before his very eyes 
This was later in the evening, this lugubrious thought, a p 
his third whisky at the Saturday supper dance at the Four 
Hand, where Mr Bell was giving a small party to celebrate ♦ 
Show. 

Mr Bell, sweating from a jolly romp in the Palais Gli* 
brought Connie back to the table. She was flushed and pr « 
mg to be all of an unusual dithei. He was a terror He 
nearly dragged her off her feet. She declared she was q 
winded 

Silly, thought Edward sourly, how could anyone be win< 
by the Palais Glide 7 

‘Lordy, Lordy,’ panted Mr Bell, downing somebody 1 
glass of whisky, ‘that certainly was hot. You shouldn’t 
missed that, Ted Even old Richard took the floor like a g* 

’un Look at him ! ’ Dick came through the crowd with gh 
eyes and heaving chest ‘How did you fare, Richard?’ 

‘We had a wonderful romp,’ said Miss Bell, answering 
him, as he was speechless. Not a hair of her head was distui 
She had gone through the dance as if it were a minuet, po 
er toe hke a dancing mistress when you were suppose 
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swing one leg in front and bending one knee slightly when it 
came to kicking out behind 

Mr Bell was in great form ‘She’s my lady love he kept 
singing What's the matter with you, Ted, boy? Young chap 
like jou should be out on the floor, and you’ve hardly danced 
once all evening What’s the matter with you tonight?’ 

‘Yes, jou arc a regular sobersides, Mr Ledward,’ said Miss 
Bell, sipping tonic water, with little finger arched 
‘What jou want’s another drink We all do,’ said Mr Bell, 
clapping his hands ‘Boy 1 Chota Peg, quickee, quickee ’ Many 
men m that crowd could not get served, but Mr Bell could 
always get a waiter, even when he called for them like that 
\ftcr teasing Edward for a while, they forgot about him, and 
lie sat on, drinking as much whisky as he could get - he never 
got a chance to stand drinks because he could never get served - 
and brooding on the Irony of Life 

‘Troubles,’ said Edward to Wendy in the morning break a 
week later, ‘never come singly ’ 

‘What do you mean'?’ She lifted her head from her mug of 
tea ‘You’re not in any trouble except this silly business here’’ 
For life at the factory had chosen to go wrong too 

‘Oh, no, it’s nothing really,’ said Edward ‘I was only dunk- 
ing aloud ’ 

‘Do tel! me - unless you’d rather not ’ 

‘No, I want to get this business straightened out first Time 
enough then to worry about other things ’ 

This business had started with the quarterly interview with 
which Mr Gurley sought to keep up the standard of aeio- 
mspection One by one he summoned the girls to lus office, con- 
ducted a post-mortem on their black marks and told them what 
he thought of their work, and one by one they came put looking 
tearful, encouraged or defiant, according to what he had told 
them He did not just curse them impartially as Jack Daniels 
did, or appeal to their sense of honour, like Bob Condor Mr 
Gurley fancied himself as something of a psychologist and used 
this opportunity to warn the careless, to bolster up the timid 
and to take the over-confident down several pegs Madeleine, 
for instance, whose space in the black-mark book was always 
virgin, was told what a grand war effort she was making 
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*1 wish they were all like you,’ said Mr Gurley this th 
‘Then we should see results m this section. Still, I suppose 
must be thankful for one bright spot; I don't know what 
should do without you , Mrs Tennant, I leally don’t ’ 

Madeleine fiddled with the belt of hei oveiall ‘You’re v 
land, Mr Gurley,’ she said, ‘but I’m afraid I don’t do m 
than do my work as best I can -’ 

‘All, that’s the point,’ he gave her his quick, lively, „•» 
‘You do youi best, but that’s more than you can say for all 
’em. Some of these girls’ ideas of a day’s work is to clock 
on time and spend the rest of the day looking decorative.’ 

‘You mustn’t be too haid on them,’ said Madeleine earnes 
‘After all, most of them are quite unused to factory life 
always feel that it’s a little bit easier for me because of whr 
went through in the last war. I’m an old factoiy hand, > 
know, Mr Gurley ’ 

‘Oh, yes, of course, you weie in munitions, weren't you 9 
‘Shell-filling,’ said Madeleine, ‘at Coventry ' As soon as 
politely possible, he cut short the lecital of the cammadeiie * 
the community smgmg and the brown overalls. He had all 
other girls to see yet 

‘Well, I won’t keep you from the bench any longer,’ he s 
getting up from behind his desk ‘I’ve got no list of crimes 
go mto with you ’ He flipped the black mark book with the L 
of his hand, 

‘Oh, but,’ said Madeleine masochistically, ‘what about t 
dreadful slip I made on the scavenge pump casing 9 Surely I 
a mark for that 9 ’ 


‘Don’t be absurd,’ he said, steermg her gently but " 


towards the door ‘Nowhere near one This factor}' isn’t q 
mhuman, you know.’ He opened the door. ‘Right you are 
Send me Miss Dale, would you 9 ’ 

Reeme had a lot of black marks, but as she did not unders 
what half of them were for, it was not much use cursing 


One simply had to explam patiently the more elementary p 
which one had been explaining regularly every three inl- 
and hope that she was absorbing something through the op 
mouth if not through the ears. 

He began the interview m his chair, but was soon up 
round his desk, walking about as if he could instil some of 
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own abundant vitality into her She stood on one spot with her 
hands hanging uselessly, following his pacing figure with slow 
eyes without moving her body The questions with which he 
tried to poke her intellect bounced off her like bullets off 
armour plating However, she seemed a little better this time 
She had actually mastered at last the right type of levers to fit 
with Rotax Magnetos, and he was encouraged to say ‘Let’s 
see, you’ve been here - a year, isn’t it’ You should be getting 
top rate by now, but I can’t give it until you learn one of the 
skilled jobs on the bench How would you feel about learning 
the wheelcase, say’ We could do with another girl on that ’ 

‘I don’t mind,’ said Reenie 

‘You should be able to manage it You must have picked up 
something after all this time by watching the other girls, haven’t 
you?’ 

Reenie shook her head 

‘Well, have a shot at it, at any rate Your charge-hand’ll help 
you ’ Poor old Ledward, it was rather a shame to land him with 
this, but if he didn’t at least give the girl a chance to earn her 
top rate, he would have the women’s Shop Steward on to him 
again, and he really couldn’t be doing with that red-haired 
Higginson harpy coming in here and blowing off at him as if 
he were Colonel Blimp and Simon Legree rolled into one 

When he had got rid of Reenie he had a short, man-to-man 
session with Freda, who admitted to her few mistakes and was 
damn sorry about them 

‘Makes me feel a worm,’ she said ‘The least one can do is 
keep one’s end up here, if one can’t be shouldering a gun ’ 

‘That’s the spirit,’ said Mr Gurley ‘You want to feel that 
every crack you find in that supercharger is a bullet in the body 
of a Nazi ’ He knew this had more effect on Freda than calling 
them merely Germans ‘Send me in Miss Blake, would you’’ 
he said as she squared her shoulders and went out 

He had had to change his policy towards Sheila recently She 
used to be one of the ones who had to be taken down a peg, 
countering each reminder of a black mark with stubborn 
hauteur 

‘The reduction gear’s a tricky job, you know,’ he used to say 
‘You can’t take chances with it,’ and she would smile and pre- 
tend to be indifferent to his recital of her black marks, implying 
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that she was too good for the 3 eduction gear and the 
place and everyone m it, including himself. He would h: 
tell her pithily what a little fool she was, gauging results, 
were wearing hei hair on top of her head, by the flush < 
back of her neck that betrayed hei brazen expression. The 
view had always ended by her banging the dooi as she fio 
out. 

But today she did not bang the door. Today he had nc 
to go behind her to see how he was doing. He had no n 
all to take her down a peg, because she seemed recently t< 
taken herself down several pegs of her own accord. 

He talked to her as if she were grown up, which she s< 
to be at last. She had been making a lot of careless mi: 
about two months ago, but when he mentioned them sh 
not up in arms as she once would have been. She ac 
blushed all over her face instead of only on her neck, an 
that she was sorry ; she would try to be more careful 
They had quite a pleasant talk about all sorts of things ( 
work. She reminded him very much of his own daughter 
had only just emerged from the stage of flunking her 
family impossible and rushing away from meals to lock 
m her room, and was now a delightful companion, uns< 
by the farouche period which had once been his despai 
realized now that all girls had to go through it He wisli 
had another daughter, he would have known better h 
treat her 

Wendy entered the office stiff with fright and left it s- 
less stiff m spite of his efforts The little mouse seemed tc 
something on her mmd, but it was more than he could 
make her disclose it He had a dull session with Grace, 
which he sat in his chair and fiddled with a pencil, a 
one with Kitty, and a lively one with-Dmah, who treate* 
as an equal and made him laugh It was not worth whi] 
turmg Dinah about black marks Any that she did mak 
felt she was entitled to. Dinah was a law unto herself 
He asked her to send m Rachel ‘ Better leave the door i 
said Dinah, ‘ and call me if you want any help That girl 1 
rape the recording Angel to get herself off a few days’ hei 
He had no sooner begun . ‘That was a pretty good bn 
ropped, over the upper vertical shaft,’ than Rachel’s v 
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cjes brimmed over and she took a step forward as if she would 
ha\c cried on lus very waistcoat He kept the desk between 
them 

‘Don’t start that yet,’ he said tersely ‘I want to talk to you 
about that overheated spring drive, too You’d better save a 
few tears for that ’ 

‘Oh, Mr Gurley,’ faltered her luscious, trembling lips, ‘you 
are unkind I don’t know why you should go on at me like this, 
"hen I don’t make any more mistakes than anyone else How 
can you be so unfair’’ She rested her inappropriately clean 
hands on the edge of the desk and leaned towards him so that 
he should get the benefit of her perfume 

‘Don’t be silly,’ he said ‘If jou make mistakes, you’ve got to 
be pulled up for them, same as everyone else You can’t get 
away with murder, you know, just because you’re rather attrac- 
ts e.’ Damn, damn, damn He wouldn’t have said that if she 
hadn’t been so ovcrpowenngly close He got up from lus chair 
hastily as her face brightened to a melting smile, and walking 
towards the bookcase, took out a technical book at random 
and pretended to look through it while he talked with Ins back 
towards her She had come up behind him He could feel her 
radiating sex like a gas-stove radiating heat 

‘The three stage variable data boost control,’ he read, while 
she was saying softly * What is it about me that you don’t like’ 

I can’t help feeling miserable when you’re so mean to me and 
I do try so hard ’ 

‘ What I don’t like about you,’ he said, shutting the book with 
a snap and turning to see her face poised ready to weep or 
seduce according to what he was going to say ‘What I don’t 
like about you is your damn fool mistakes, that’s all I’m not 
interested m you as a person, I’m only interested in your work, 
and I’m telling you here and now, it stinks ’ 

For the rest of the afternoon Rachel sat at the bench with 
tears streaming down her face on to the gearwheels, but the only 
person who paid any attention was Edward, who said ‘If you 
go on like that, we’ll have to send those gears for anti-salt 
water corrosion treatment ’ 

Mr Gurley had left Ivy until the last, putting off what he 
knew was going to be an unpleasant interview She stood before 
his desk, not meeting his eye when he spoke, trying to read 
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upside-down what was written against her name in the book o 
his desk. 

He was convinced that her mistakes weie the result of ncith 
carelessness nor stupidity. She made them deliberately, 
seemed, to get her own back on the unspecified ‘they’ w! 
embittered her life. Mr Gurley was tired of Ivy and her m« 
takes. He had tued threats, reasoning, ridicule and once ev 
sympathy, but she had accepted them all with her sideways lo 
as if she had just poisoned your tea, and continued to make 
mistakes. The A.I.D. was tued of Ivy, too. They had told I 
Gurley he had got to either pull her up or get rid of her, 
he said, without even bothering to discuss her black ma. 
Ivy, I’m taking you off the sump and putting you back 
valves. You can do the valves for both the benches and Win. 
and Grace can get on and learn another job.’ 

‘But> Mr Gurley,’ said Ivy in a voice that began shrill ~ 
grew strident ‘You can’t do that to me. I was promoted fi 
valves months ago You can’t put me back on a job that 
less money.’ 

‘ Can’t I? ’ said Mr Gurley with pleasure. ‘ That’s where yc 
wrong I don’t know what’ll happen about your money ; »• 
not important. What is important is that you do those val 
properly. Even you ought to be able to, but if I catch you 
on them ’ - he jerked his thumb towards the door - * out 
your ear ’ 

‘You can’t do this to me,’ began Ivy, through lips dr 
back to a thin line, but he picked up the telephone and *1 > 
a number, any number ‘Hullo 9 ’ he said to the dialling t< 
‘That you, Mr Levy 9 Gurley heie. All right. Ivy, that’s all ’ 
waved a hand at her ‘Look, Mr Levy, what I was gom 
say 

‘Look ’ere, Mr Gurley,’ Ivy was saying, ‘I don't know 
you think I am, but I’d like you to know 

‘It’s about those new type coolant pumps,’ he went 
pressing the receiver to his ear so that she could not hear 
dialling tone. ‘We’re still getting them through without c« 
bngs, you know. What’s that 9 Yes . . . yes, I understand, 

e point is . He talked on without looking up un 

V1C10US siam of the door * Then he hung up th 
er, lew out his cheeks, looked at his watch, and wi 
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that someone would walk m through the door with a tall, 
bottomless drink m which ice clinked 
It \\ as a disgrace to go back on valves Everyone knew that 
’V ou slatted on valves when you first came, and soon discovered 
that once you had mastered the simple technique, it was the 
easiest and most monotonous job on the bench You simply 
tried each vahe m the gauge and then turned it round and 
round under a strong light and a magnifying glass If it was 
cracked or damaged, you put it on your left - Unserviceable, 
if it was pitted where the rocker struck it, you put it on your 
right - Redundant, if it was neither, you put it back m the 
box - Serviceable That was all Any novice could do valves 
after a day’s tuition, and the most enthusiastic novice would 
tire of them m a week Grace had been unlucky, she had been 
on valves for several months because everyone else refused to 
do them, but she didn’t really mind It was a nice safe job and 
it gave her plenty of opportunity to plan her evening chores 
and how she was going to lay out her points 
When she came out of Mr Gurley’s office. Ivy returned to her 
stool without a word and went on inspecting an oil filter as if 
nothing had happened But somebody heard Bob Condor talk- 
ing to Edward, and the news spread like wildfire round the 
bench ‘Ivy’s been put back on valves’’ She pretended not to 
notice them looking at her and whispering The girls on the 
other bench were staring, too, enjoying the smug little thrill of 
it not having happened to them Hardly anyone liked Ivy, and 
what little sympathy was offered, she rebuffed 

‘Oh, please don’t be sorry for me,' she said, shaking Made- 
leine’s hand from her arm ‘I’m sure I don’t mind It’ll make 
quite a change ’ 

‘Poor Ivy, she’s taking it very well,’ Madeleine said to Dinah, 
but Dinah and everyone else knew how Ivy felt Sour at the 
best of times, she must be fermenting now 

On the following morning she moved her stool round to 
Grace’s comer and started work at once Grace excitedly joined 
Dinah on the other side of the bench and approached with awe 
the subject of slipper gears Ivy hardly spoke a word all day 
When she had finished one set of valves, she took her bulb 
out of the light, picked up the gauge and her stool and tool box 
and crossed to the other girls’ bench, where she went through 
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their valves m equal silence. When she had finished, she look 
round to see whether her own team had started a new eng 
and rejoined them aloofly as if they were strangers. 

At tea-time she did not get out her magazine as usual a. 
read avidly until the last possible moment. She simply s 
puckering her lips to the hot tea, eating nothing, staring in 
space with eyes that were narrowed to slits of malice. 

By the afternoon, having two people’s work to do, she w 
beginning to fall behind, but when some foolhardy per: 
offered to help her, she snapped their head off and went 
turning the detested, winking valves round and round un 
the light, turning her bitterness round and round m her he 
At half-past five Bob Condor padded up to her. His sh 
never had to be re-heeled, because he always walked on 
ball of his foot. 

‘How are you getting on, Mrs Shaunders?’ 

‘All right,’ she said without looking up. 

He picked up a valve and peered at it suspiciously. ‘No u 
takes, I hope. Valves are one of the most important parts of 
engine, valves are. You can’t afford to let anything thro 
Ivy took the valve out of his hand without answering and 
it into the gauge. 'I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to stay on 
do a little overtime tonight,’ he went on. ‘There’s a stac 
valves that were held up last week just come through froi 
Dishmantlmg The engines are being held up for them, so I 
to rush them through There shouldn’t be more than a co 
of hours’ work at the mosht I’ll see the Timekeeper a 
your overtime money ’ 

Ivy looked at him as if he smelled ‘I can’t stop on,’ she 
‘I’ve made arrangements to go out ’ 

‘I’m afraid I must insist that you do It’s an order, 
Shaunders, not a request I’m sorry to upset your plans, l 
wartime work comes before pleasure, you know.’ 

She gave him another look, and he said ‘You can telej. 

from my office if you want to let anyone know. That’ll be 
all right.’ 

You can’t make me do overtime,’ said Ivy defiantly, 
entitled to go at six o'clock, that’s my rights I’ll tell my 
teward about this The Union won’t stand for it ’ 

You’re wrong there,’ said Bob. ‘The Union is more 
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cstcd m advancing progrcsh than hampering it as you seem 
to think I’ve been into the whole Question of overtime with 
them, and I’m glad to say that I have their whole-hearted 
shupport in any demands I think necessary And this is neces- 
sary ’ Necessary was an unwise sibilant for him, but he liked 
using it 

Edward strolled up with the genial air of a man who sees 
knocl mg-ofi" time m sight 

‘Anything the matter. Bob'’’ he asked ‘Don’t tell me this 
girl s made a bloomer She’s been working like a saint all day ’ 

‘Glad to hear it,’ said Bob ‘Hope she goes on as she’s 
started No, the fact is, Ted, I was just telling her she’s got to 
stop on for a while to-night and get those outstanding valves 
cleared up ’ 

‘Yes, r suppose she ’il have to That all right with you, Ivy 9 ’ 
asked Edward 

‘Oh, don’t consult me,’ she said huffily, shrugging her thin 
shoulders 'Tie got no say It seems it’s all the same whether it 
upsets a person’s arrangements or not I thought I was working 
in a factory, not a Concentration Camp ’ She turned her back 
on them and began to put valves one after the other into her 
gauge with angry speed Bob and Edward looked at each other 
Bob looked concerned It was not correct for people to be rude 
to him, but Edward smiled tolerantly ‘Difficult girl,’ he 
mouthed 

Bob nodded ‘I’ll get the cards ready She can let me have 
them tomorrow morning ’ 

‘Bad luck. Ivy,’ said Edward to Ivy’s hunched back when Bob 
had gone ‘I know it’s annoying when you’ve counted on getting 
away Still, you’ll have the satisfaction of knowing you’re help- 
ing the jolly old war effort It’s an important job, you know ’ 
Fortunately he could not tell from her back what she was 
thinking about him 

‘I tell you what,’ he said, enjoying the unselfish impulse that 
came over him ‘I’ll stay on with you and help you out if you 
like Two of us ought to be able to get them packed up m no 
time What do you say 9 ’ 

‘You cm if you like,’ she said ungraciously ‘Please yourself 
I’m sure I don’t trouble one way or the other ’ 
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There was no nightshift in the Inspection Department. It was 
quite an eerie feeling to be sitting in an island of light at the cn 
bench, while behind you the Shop stretched away into darkness 
unfamiliar in the silence that had followed on the mad tramphn 
exodus at six o’clock. Except foi the click of the valves as Tv’ 
and he dropped them into the gauges there was only the fam 
hum from behind the distant doors of the Fitting Shop, an 
the occasional hiss and gurgle of a relaxing water pipe. Ht 
and there bits of metal unaccountably ticked, like furnitu 
creaking in a slumbering house. 

At first, Edward tried to make conversation to Ivy, Th 
might as well have a chat if they were going to be shut up hr 
together for an hour or so, but she was more than unresponsh 
she was actively discouraging. He soon gave up the attemj 
and worked away m a silence as unbroken as hers, ex a mm 5 
each valve with deadly care. He was not going to let anyth* 
get by him ; it would look too bad - he a charge-hand, slippi 
up on work that he supervised all day. 

Occasionally he looked along the bench at Ivy, isolated fr 
him by the dark space in between their two circles of light, 
removed in spirit so much farther than those few yards 
reminded him of those jokes about people being stranded c 
desert island for months without introducing themselves. 

‘How are you getting on?’ he asked, his voice breaking 
long silence startlingly. They had been working for nearly 
hour 

‘I’ve nearly finished,’ she said. ‘I’m going m a minute.’ 
‘You’re nearly - Good God, you’ve been quick ! I’ve got 
a dozen more boxes to do.’ They had divided the wor 
equally between, them ‘ Hope you’ve inspected them prop*, 
he said. 

‘Of course I have I don’t intend to spend all night 
though, even if you do I’ve got better things to do ’ 

Ten minutes later, she slammed the last box on to * 
at her end of the bench and stood up 

Well, that’s that, thank God,’ she said ‘I’m off ’ 
on t worry about me,’ he said unnecessarily. ‘I’ll just 
on an get these finished. I don’t know how you mana 
o >ours so quickly. Slow but sure, that’s me ’ Ivy put * 
nat and coat and switched off her lamp, leaving him al. 
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lus little island of light He heard her feeling her way to the 
door 

‘Well, good night,’ she called from the daikness ‘I suppose 
you’ll be here till morning,’ and she was gone without a word 
of thanks, to salvage the remains of her evening’s entertainment 

He heard the little door within the double doors click open, 
saw with surprise that it was only twilight outside the blacked- 
out Shop, and then he was alone with the long lines of engines 
crouching behind him He had to look over his shoulder from 
time to time because of an absurd fancy that they were creeping 
up on him 

Knowing that Ivy was furious at being made to work over- 
time, he had quite expected her to stay out or at least come m 
late the next morning by way of protest But when he arrived 
himself at twenty-past seven, she was already sitting at the 
bench in her overall, reading as if she had been there for some 
time 

It was not until that afternoon that the trouble started 
Edward was in conference with Freda over a cracked super- 
charger casing when Bob Condor came up to him, with a fitter 
from the cylinder section m tow, who clutched a number of 
valves in lus hand like a bunch of metallic flowers 

‘Hullo, Bob,’ said Edward ‘I want a v/ord with you We’ve 
got a rear half-casing here It’s a moot point whether it’s sal- 
vageable ’ 

‘And I want a word with you,’ said Bob, unusually brusque 
‘The blower can wait ’ He took Edward over to an empty bench 
and motioned to the fitter, who laid the valves down with a 
righteous air 

‘What’s the trouble?’ asked Edward ‘One of my girls been 
making a fool of herself?’ He picked up one of the valves 
‘Whee-ee-ew 1 Is this supposed to be serviceable ? Blast that 
Giace She’s been long enough on the job to know better than 
to let a thing like that through ’ 

‘No,’ said Bob, ‘it’s not Grace ’ 

‘But Ivy’s only been on them since yesterday Hers wouldn’t 
be through to the next Shop yet Unless they’re what she did 
last night - they went straight through, didn’t they?’ 

‘No,’ said Bob, monotonously, ‘it’s not Ivy ’ 
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‘Then why come to me? Jack Daniels is your man.’ 

*J only wish It were one of the girls,’ said Bob, and sighed. 
‘What are you getting at?’ asked Edward cheerfully. ‘Why 
all the mystery 9 ’ 

For answer Bob held out his hand. One of the Canning Kyles 
labels lay in the palm and Edward leaned forward and read out . 
‘Passed O.K E.L P. Led - but this is a label T put on Serviceab! 
stuff last night’ You surely don’t think -’ 

Bob shook his head ‘I don’t know what to think. All I kno'* 
is that these valves came out of a box with this label on it.’ 

‘There must be some mistake Joking apart, old man, V 
never let a thing like that through in a million years T mea* 
look at it 1’ He shook the offending valve under Bob’s nos* 
‘Look at it - cracked to blazes, let alone burned on the seatin 
‘Yes, and the whole box is almost as bad,’ put in the fit 
who was a little man with a crooked white moustache and 
jumping face ‘And there’s another box as well - two or three 
’em m fact Inspection’ Whoever inspected these didn’t kn 
B from a bull’s foot, or else they just signed ’em off with 
giving ’em so much as a glance Inspection? It’s a scan' 5 
that’s what it is.* 

‘That Ivy,’ said Edward Til murder her for this. No won 
she polished them -off so quickly.’ 

‘But I’ve already told you,’ said Bob with sad pati < 
‘they’re not Ivy’s work God knows, I only wish they >■ 
but hers are O K. and all the dud boxes have got your signa 
on I simply can’t understand it, Ted 1 1 can’t understand 
you came to -’ 

‘But it’s crazy!’ Edward was horrified. ‘I’d swear on o^ 
never let stuff like that go through I was over-careful, if 
thing Look here,’ he appealed to the fitter. ‘There m 
some mistake You’ve got the labels mixed up or someth 
The old man looked jittery enough for anything. 

But he shook his veined head. ‘ Hie labels are on the ’ 
just as they came to us That I do know ! You can come m 
next Shop and see for yourself if you doubt me. Person 
don’t care ’oo inspected ’em ; what I want to know is ho 
expected to set up blocks with stuff like this ’ He gaT„ 
the valves and tossed them back on to the bench with 
temptuous jmgle 
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‘That’s all right, Carter,’ said Bob ‘I’ll sec you get two or 
three sherviceable sets through straightaway You go on back 
to your section Thanks for bringing these through ’ 

When they had got rid of the old man, Bob stood scratching 
the bald tonsure on the back of his head and looking at Edward 
as though he were at a loss This was an eventuality for which 
he did not know the correct procedure Edward, equally at a 
loss, picked up a valve and looked at it from every angle as 
if he could not believe his eyes 

‘I’d have staked my oath,’ he said ‘I simply can’t under- 
stand it 1 

‘More can I,’ said Bob ‘I suppose you rushed the job because 
you wanted to get off, but if that was the case, why did you offer 
to stop on and help 7 It \souId have been better to have left the 
things alone than to mess it up like this ’ 

‘I didn’t rush,’ said Edward ‘I’m sure there’s been some 
muddle I’m going to get this thing straightened out ’ 

‘They’ll all have to be re-inspected, Ted,’ said Bob, witnout 
listening to him, ‘and it’s going to look so bad ’ 

For the rest of that day, Edward argued until words no longer 
had any meaning, with Bob, with Jack Daniels, with the AID, 
and with Mr Gurley, on whose desk the valves were displayed 
like exhibits m Court ‘I’m going to get this thing straightened 
out if it’s the last thing I do,’ he declared a dozen times during 
the next few days He cross-questioned every labourer, every 
fitter on the cylinder block section, anyone who could have had 
contact with those cursed valves But all his investigations led 
to the same result The boxes had reached the old fitter exactly 
as they had been taken from the floor by the end bench where 
he had stacked them before he went home on that unfortunate 
night 

Not only Edward but everyone was anxious for him to find 
an explanation They could not believe it of him, but when 
days passed and still no explanation was found, they had no 
alternative but to believe it, until m the end he began to believe 
it of himself Doubt crept into his mind, as he tried to visualize 
the valves that had passed before his eyes that night There ha J 
been plenty of dud ones, but surely he had slung them all out 
Or had he 9 Could he have missed them when he was bored and 
tired and his thoughts were wandering 7 Perhaps he had had a 
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temporary blackout like people in the papers who found thu 
selves in the Police Court. 

Of course the story got i ound. Edward was teased about it 
a fuendly enough way, but lie knew that people were asH. 
each other the same question that he was asking himself: Wh 
would happen to him 7 

Nothing happened to him Long before Edward wearied 
his fruitless efforts to find an explanation, the Managem 
dropped the subject as if they had more important things 
worry about. But Edward went on worrying. He almost wis’ 
something had happened to him. It would have been better 
have been sent back to the Fitting Shop in disgrace than 
remain a charge-hand, but a charge-hand under a cloud, 
all these months, the position that he had worked up for 1 
self m the Inspection Shop was struck from under him. He 
no longer the man who had all the salvage schemes at his fin 
tips, the man who could give you a snap decision about a w 
bush as soon as look at you. Even the girls, even his girls wl 
resentment he had conquered, and whose confidence he 
gradually won since those first difficult weeks must have 
faith in him If their attitude to him remained unchange 
was only because they were sorry for him Poor old Ted, 
were thinking Poor sap. He was a mockery of a cliarge- 
How could he presume to set himself up to give decisions 
correct mistakes if he himself had made a mistake that 
Reeme could haidly have committed 7 
He was left out of all the absorbing little conferences 
the AID., when blueprints and schedules were spr° 
tables and pipes lit and strong men argued for hours ovc 
thousandths of an inch on a nut no bigger than a pea ■ " 
them at it sometimes through the glass window of Mr G 
office Once he would have gone m, and even carried 
weight perhaps with his opinion, but now he did not 1 
intrude He would always feel an outsider unless he coni 
himself and as the days passed, his hopes of clearing 
dwindled and grew faint 
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CHAPTER 14 


Well might Edward lemark to Wendy that troubles never 
came singly He lived on a sec-saw of trouble During the day, 
the Canning Kyles business took precedence, but in the evenings 
and at week-ends the worry of the Rabbit Club came upper- 
most m his mind Mr Bell was going full steam ahead with his 
new idea He had circularized professional studs soliciting 
membership, he was arranging an auction sale for fanciers, 
ostensibly in aid of the Red Cross, but more, as far as Edward 
could see, as a sound commercial enterprise Edward had put 
it to him tentatively that many of the Club members besides 
himself were not in favour of the sale Mr Marchmont had 
written twice to say it smelled fishy and Mrs Ledbetter, whom 
Edward had met outside the Co-operative Stores in the High 
Street, had said that she could not bring herself to fancy the 
idea But Mr Bell laughed at Edward and went ahead, saying 
it would be a good tlung when the Club was purged of some 
of these dead heads and got m a few sound men who knew 
what was what Edward began to feel that he was as much 
a mockery of a secretary as of a charge-hand 
It was with a heavy heart that he pulled the curtains against 
a drizzling October evening and sat down to wnte his article 
for Backyard Breeding Since everything else was going wrong, 
he was expecting any day to hear that the editor no longer 
required weekly articles from him, or even any articles at all 
Meanwhile, although he was in no mood for it, ‘The Dread 
Hand of Coccidiosis’ had to be ready for the post tomorrow 
He wrote h is articles in a school exercise book, typing them 
out in the lunch-hour next day on the Estimating section’s 
typewriter He sat down at the table, piling beside him the text- 
books from which he cribbed when necessary, opened the exer- 
cise book at a clean page and hoped that inspiration would 
come with writing But Ins fountain-pen would hardly write 
the title Edward shook it without result, and when he lifted the 
lever gingerly, the mb only bubbled at him Tipping back his 
chair, he reached behind him to open the sideboard cupboard 
without getting up, but the ink was not m its usual comer with 
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the laundiy book He got up and looked on the mantel] 
on the bookshelf and on the little table m the window \ 
Connie sometimes wrote long dull letters to her friend wh 
married to a clergyman m the Isle of Wight. He went in 
kitchen, looked on the dicssci, under the dressci, in th 
board, on the window-sill, lifted the lids of saucepan 
vegetable dishes, bent to look under the sink where the p 
floor-cloths were kept and knocked his head on the d* 
board as he straightened up He was no more successfu 
bedroom. Annoyed, he even looked in Connie's dressi 
drawer, which was strictly forbidden, and banged it sh 
gusted by the mess m which she kept it Lidlcss t 
powder, grubby puffs, a hairpm sticking to a pot of \ 
bits of cotton wool, a hair-tidy full of old hair, a 
entangled m a scurfy brush, a suspendet and a pair 
preservers Once, long ago when he had been courting 
he had thought her the delicate mystery that he th< 
women. That was before he shared a bedroom with h 
He looked m the spare room, shrouded once more 
Dorothy and little Donny had gone back to the Bud 
even looked m the bathroom cupboard where his 
Connie’s toothbrush shared a beaker m somehow ir 
timacy The beaker was scummed with dried toot, 
he rmsed it under the tap and also cleaned out the b 
going downstairs Connie had neveL taken a pride in 
but she was more cursory than ever now that s 
excuse of being busy all day. Other women manage* 
he had heard them at the factoiy talking about *h~ 
housework and how they were going to turn out f1 
on Sunday, but when Connie was not with Miss Bek 
spent her evenings reading a book fiom the libr • 
had recently joined He had long ago given up as 
she never read anything except magazines and a 
and now that she had at last taken to it of her ow 
seemed to be more conscious of the piocess of self 
than of pleasure in the book. She read with eye 
raised, lips moving, sittmg very upright with a c 
with her eyes, moistening her finger to turn the - 
mg her throat decisively at the end of each cha 
looked up from his own reading or writing to 
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ably ‘Good book, Con 9 ’ she would say ‘Very interesting 
You wouldn’t enjoy it though, it’s not a detective story,’ as if 
he never read anything but that 

He was pleased that she had taken to reading, but he could 
not help wishing that it were not at the expense of the house 
After all, why be married if you had to clean out the bath 
every time before you used it 9 It had been better when Dorothy 
was with them, at least, theie had always been food in the 
house, but now, when he knew Connie was going out with Miss 
Bell, he always called in at the Lipmann’s grocery on the way 
home He had been told too often that they were so busy at 
the office that she had barely had time to pop out for lunch, 
let alone go hunting round for fish She collected the rations 
all right on Saturday afternoons, but she was very good at 
running out of bread People ate too much bread, she said 
It wasn’t good for you Far better to cat the rye enspbread 
which she now placed on the table in a toast rack and nibbled 
at during the meal Edward missed the fat Coburg loaves from 
which they used to hack doughy crusts all the way round, 
leaving the middle for breadcrumbs for treacle tart They never 
had treacle tart nowadays Connie hadn’t time to make pastry 
,It was not exactly that she was sloppy, indeed, she was more 
particular than ever about certain things Milk now came to the 
table in a jug instead of its own bottle, and sardines never 
appeared in their tin You must not help yourself to butter or 
cheese with your own knife, and since she had found that the 
Bells used mats on a polished table instead of a cloth, Connie 
had put away her tablecloths and got out the embroidered set 
that had been a wedding present Edward might no longer come 
to the table in shirt-sleeves and slippers, because it would look 
so funny if anybody called , nor might he put his feet up on the 
fireplace when he sat in his arm-chair She had varnished over 
the scratches on the paint that he had made over a span of 
years Doilies and antimacassars broke out like a pox all over 
the place, and a little painted lacquer tray stood on the table in 
the hall for letters and circulars 

Their laundry bills were bigger now, but although she had no 
time to do any washing for Edward, she was for ever rinsing 
out and ironing collars and cuffs and little bows to wear at the 
office She bought herself a pair of rubber gloves for washing 
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bov.el’ - he crossed out ‘bowel’ and substituted ‘colon’ - ‘arc 
always fatai Hard though it may be, it is best to kill the rabbit 
as soon as you delect trouble, knowing that you are cruel only 
to be kind ’ 

At the factory today, a man from the cylinder block fitting 
section had come in with a query about exhaust manifold nuts 
The old man had obviously told him about Edward and the 
valves, for a half smile played about his lips as he watched 
Edward tackle Rccnie, who was responsible for nuts and bolts 
It was a silly query, for Edward knew that they pooled the 
manifold nuts m her Fitting Shop, so it was no tragedy if an 
engine did go through short, but the man pretended he could 
not read Reenie’s handwriting Although this was understand- 
able, Edward thought it a trumped-up excuse to come and look 
at the curio - the charge-hand who did not know a dud valve 
from a good one He treated the fitter vilh dignity and hoped 
he had not heard Reeme say ‘Oh, don’t licit k me, Ted You’d 
better count the nuts yourself if you think I can’t add ’ He did 
not want everybody to know that his girls had no respect for 
him, even if it were true 

Finding that he was staring at the brown velvet curtains, with 
pencil poised, thinking about Canning Kyles instead of Cocci- 
diosis, Edward shook himself and wrote ‘I was m my rabbitry 
with a friend the other day, talking shop as fanciers will the 
world over when they get together, and watching a litter of 
youngsters m a run, when one young doe left her succulent 
wild greens, walked a few paces, staggered and fell on her side 
She got up, staggered again, and fell again, then got up and 
continued her repast 

‘“I don’t like that,” said my friend “Speaking as a poultry 
man, I’ve seen many a young fowl behave just like that when 
the Coccidiosis germ, which has been dormant in the gut, sud- 
denly becomes active and strikes its victim ” 

‘“I hope you’re wrong, old man,” I said, but I isolated the doe 
as a precaution, and sure enough she sank, so rapidly that I was 
obliged m a few days to put an end to her suffering ’ 

This was not true, but it was always best to illustrate a point 
from personal experience, to get the human touch 

‘Don’t blame me for not trying treatment, it would have 
been useless ’ E Dexter Bell always swore that he could cure 
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‘Autumn cleaning’. Sprmg cleaning was such 
she didn’t see why it should only be enjoyed 
when he spoke to Connie about the dust under 
‘ Well, if you’re so particular, I’ll have to get 
do the rough Goodness knows we can afford 
dy else does ’ But most women in Connie’s 
They were not as well off as all that And most 
ve stayed up all night sooner than let another 
m of the work that was theirs by right of being 

re was no ink This must certainly be the worst 
llis Park What was the good of having a vase 
wers on the sideboard when a man could not 
m his own house? thought Edward, angrily 
pencil on the blunt bread-knife He pulled out 
>er carnations and threw it maliciously into the 

,’ he wrote, sitting down slightly relieved, ‘is the 
'ery fancier, be he amateur or professional. He 
ys at the open page of the Encyclopaedia of Rabbit 

o forms,’ he went on, adding ‘as everyone knows, 
with his policy of keeping himself on a level with 
as not to be didactic in his information ‘The 
-'psical cases, where the germ has attacked the 
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